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'Ytotes and 'fbomment 
B y 
~Wanted: One More Bowl Game 
ONE of the things that crawls out of the annual New Year 
fog is the crop of post-season foot-
e ball games played in the various 
bowls across the country. They 
range from the original Rose Bowl 
.,. in Pasadena, California, to the 
Cotton Bowl, the Orange Bowl, 
the 'Gator Bowl, and a dozen 
others. 
There are some who lament 
this multiplication of bowl games 
beyond necessity. They point out 
-' that it is an old and venerated 
part of American tradition to play 
football when the leaves are fall-
.4 ing, when there is a nip in the 
breeze, and when the school se-
mester has not yet advanced far 
~ enough to worry the team, the 
spectators, or the coach. By play-
ing football on New Year's Day 
T H E E D I T 0 R S 
in the warmth of California, Tex-
as, or Florida (reading from left 
to right), the supporters of the 
bowl games seem to have laid ir-
reverent hands on this tradition 
and to have undermined another 
rampart of good old-fashioned 
Americanism. 
We have never been able to get 
that worried about bowl games. 
In fact, we have always looked 
forward with considerable expec-
tation to the prospect of one more 
afternoon of football after the 
season is over. 'We know no better 
way of spending New Year's after-
noon than listening to one bowl 
game after another, and if one 
becomes too dull or one-sided 
there are always at least five others 
going on somewhere else. 
Being a partisan of bowl games, 
we feel entitled to a humble sug-
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gestion. Why not at least one more 
bowl game? We would suggest 
that a team made up of players 
from New York's Bronx be pitted 
against a team picked from Chi-
cago's Back-of-the-Yards. O'Reil-
ly, Zabriecki, Goldberg, and Sam-
bo would all be there; Roman 
Catholic, Greek Catholic, Ortho-
dox Jew, and African Methodist 
would play side by side. In a spirit 
of sportsmanship and comrade-
ship, the wars of the Balkans, the 
pogroms, and the slave-ships could 
all be forgotten. Here would be a 
bowl game to end all bowl games, 
and a good way to begin the New 
Year. 
And the name of this bowl 
game? There is only one name 
that would fit-the Mixing Bowl, 
of course! 
ti 
Who's Afraid of the Big 
Bad Wolf? 
W HEREVER he may be, in this world or the next, Adolph 
Hitler must be enjoying himself 
as he gleefully watches his predic-
tions come true in the contempo-
rary scene. 
When the armies of Hitlerite 
Germany attacked the Soviet Un-
ion in June, 1941, Hitler seems 
to have expected his enemies to 
join him in a crusade against the 
Bolshevik enemies of Western 
Christian civilization. Through 
his propaganda ministry he called 'f 
upon Great Britain, France, the 
United States, and the Vatican to ~ 
support him in his holy war. He .- I 
predicted dire consequences if, 
failing this support, the Red horde 
should overrun Europe. -..~ 
But nobody was listening in 
1941. Even Mr. Churchill, who 
was no friend of Soviet Russia, de- "' j 
dared himself willing to pact with 
Stalin against Hitler. Especially ., 
when the touted German war ma-
chine broke down in Russia, even 1- j 
English Tories and American iso- ~ 
lationists agreed that it was wiser 
to ally ourselves with Russia than "" 
to join Germany against Russia. 
And so the united strength of the 
Allies broke the back of the Axis 
in 1945, and Hitler's Germany was 11 
destroyed. 
Much has changed since 1945. 
As someone put it recently, Ger- ., 
many may have been the enemy 
of the past, but she is not the 
enemy of the future. By some 
change of heart or another, the 
most avid of pre-war isolationists 
have been urging that America 
take a more active part in inter· '-
national affairs. Those who were 
not the least bit worried about 
Fascism are much concerned about I. 
Communism, and here and there 
an "I told you so" is heard from 
someone who followed Hitler's~ 
propaganda line of a holy war in 
1941. 
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i1 In the midst of all of this stands 
Germany, divided between the 
' East and the West. 1948 saw the 
' • grisly spectacle of the United 
States and Russia bidding against 
each other for the affections of 
,. their erstwhile enemy, as the 
! smaller states of Europe looked 
l on in terror. For regardless of 
I 
what American or Russian diplo-
"' mats may think about Germany's r future, Frenchmen are finding it 
hard to believe that the Prussian 
I~ eagle of 1870, 1914, and 1939 has 
it. suddenly been domesticated and 
will be willing to live quietly in 
anybody's back yard. There are 
still some who remember the news-
paper stories of the twenties, pre-
dicting that Germany would never 
rise again. 
·what is now generally r eferred 
to as "that iniquitous Morgenthau 
plan" was a stupid and blunder-
<a~ ing attempt to come to terms with 
the German peril. A strongly in-
dustrial, politically united Ger-
many constitutes a danger to the 
peace of Europe and of the world. 
Both America and Russia may live 
to lament the carelessness with 
., which they are wooing Germany. 
Russia should still remember the 
pillage and rape of 1941, and cer-
tainly Americans have not for-
gotten Dachau and Buchenwald. 
Somehow, in the heat of the 
""cold war," all of this has been 
forgotten, and Germany may yet 
be the victor despite the shambles 
of Berlin. Who's afraid of the big 
bad wolf? Apparently, nobody is 
any more. 
Ethics and Athletics 
1fT rs an old maxim that the dip-
11. lomatic and military battles of 
the British Empire are won or lost 
on the rugby-fields of Eton. Who-
ever originated that wise saying 
meant that the precepts and ways 
of living developed in the athletic 
life of the English public schools 
-which are really private schools 
-would continue to assert them-
selves when the athletes had be-
come statesmen and generals. 
We hope the same is not true 
of America. We have just returned 
from a high school basketball 
game, and the "athlethics" evident 
there concern us not a little. Take 
the matter of fouls.- Regardless of 
the merits of the individual case, 
a foul committed by my team is 
permissible, one committed by the 
other team is dastardly. When the 
referee calls such a foul on the 
opposition, he is doing his duty 
and is to be commended for it. 
'Vhen he calls it on my team, he 
is a thief and a robber. Any of 
my players who guards his oppo-
nent at close quarters is playing 
the game with his heart and soul, 
while his opponent in the same 
situation is simply a dirty player. 
A sociologist would call this a 
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typical example of in-group and 
out-group thinking. We prefer to 
see the many parallels to this in 
the attitude of .many toward Jews, 
Negroes, and other races. In 
those social problems as in the 
basketball game we witnessed to-
night, the objective validity of 
anyone's case matters little. What 
matters is whether it is my side 
or the other side that is guilty of 
a particular act. 
Buyers' Market? 
F OR the first time in a long time, it seems that during the 
N ew Year there will be enough 
of the things for which Americans 
have been longing since 1942 so 
that the ideal of the free enter-
prise system, the buyers' market, 
may return to the United States. 
Some makes of automobiles are al-
ready available in the buyer's 
choice of color and body style, and 
other makes will soon catch up 
with the demand. 
In the field of housing the situa-
tion has already begun to shift. 
In the city of Chicago there are 
over a thousand new houses wait-
ing for the buyer who has twenty-
five or thirty-five thousand dollars 
to spend for a home. Hoping to 
capitalize on the post-war short-
age of housing, many entrepeneurs 
invested their money in expensive 
homes. Though they might sell 
fewer houses, their profit on each ~ 
would be higher. But no commu-
nity can absorb more than a cer- -~ 
tain !lumber of such homes, even ,. 
with those who are desperate or 
foolish enough to buy a house out 
of their means just to get a roof: -. 
over their heads. 
Evidently, as the buyers' market 
approaches, there seem to be fewer 
"" buyers. Many cars and houses have 
priced themselves straight out of 
the market, and it seems doubtful 
whether, buyers' market or not, 
they will be able to return to a 
level within the reach of the aver-
age man. Manufacturers of radios, " 
washing machines, refrigerators, 
and other appliances are already 
discovering that the public has 
developed considerable resistance 
to their allurements. Hence their 
frantic advertising campaigns in 
radio and press. 
To the firm believer in laissez- • 
faire economy this may seem ideal. 
After years of waiting and plan -
ning, competition returns to the 
American economy. The prices of 
manufactured goods will now be 
determined in the open bidding .. 
of the market place, and anyone 
who refuses to adjust his demands 
to that bidding will be crushed 
by the crowds rushing to his com-
petitor's product. The ensuing re-
sult would delight the heart of 
any disciple of the Manchester " 
school. 
We trust we shall not be accused 
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of Bolshevik tendencies if we sug-
gest that perhaps the American 
economy cannot afford the lux-
ury of such competition in 1949. 
As two-thirds of the world strug-
gles for life itself, we wonder 
whether America can involve it-
self in the cutthroat competition 
dear to the heart of the Manches-
_1 ter school. The wasted energy and 
material necessary for such com-
petition seems to be too high a 
~ price to pay in such a time as this 
for the preservation of any eco-
nomic system. 
Those who are now rejoicing 
" over the return of the buyers' 
market and the restoration of a 
free and competitive interplay to 
the American economy may well 
temper their enthusiasm by a sol-
emn consideration of these facts. 
Even the most orthodox of classi-
cal economists will tell you that 
• when demand exceeds supply 
there is inflation, but that when 
supply exceeds demand there is a 
bust. 
• "It Makes Me Feel Good" 
T HERE are, we trust, at least a few among our readers who 
do not take Walter Winchell very 
seriously-at least not so seriously 
that they will stop using haml 
~ lotion and change their brand of 
automobile when he switches spon-
sors at the beginning of January. 
True enough, Mr. Winchell is 
opposed to Communism. But that 
in itself is no distinction. Mr. 
\Vinchell has his own reasons for 
being opposed to Communism; he 
feels that it destroys the nobility 
of the human soul, stultifies the 
creativity of the human spirit, and 
threatens the "American way of 
life" to which he is devoted with 
a passionate, almost religious zeal. 
In the war on Communism we 
cannot afford the luxury of choos-
ing our allies; we take them as 
they come. Through one of his 
usually reliable sources, Walter 
Winchell seems to have heard that 
the Christian Church is not en-
thusiastic about the spread of 
Communism, either. The fact that 
the Church's reasons for its oppo-
sition to Communism are radical-
ly different from his does not 
bother him at all, since he under-
stands neither Christianity nor 
Marxism. 
Feeling that he ought to ac-
knowledge his allies and salute 
them as such, Mr. "\Vinchell re-
cently slipped in a plug for the 
Bible. He urged his listeners to 
read the twenty-fifth chapter of 
St. Matthew to find the key words 
in a giveaway contest. When he 
learned that his suggestion had 
brought the dust off many family 
Bibles, he could not resist the 
chance to become maudlin. "'I 
read the Bible," he said in a tone 
reminiscent of cigarette or vita-
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min advertisements, "because it 
makes me feel good." 
We wonder just what parts of 
the Bible Mr. Winchell reads to 
make him feel good. Our own ex-
perience of the Bible has been 
quite different. The Bible directs 
itself at all pride and pretension, 
avarice and lust, with sharply 
critical thrusts. Before its judg-
ment no one stands exonerated, 
and its condemnation is extended 
to all men of all ages. The world 
of the Bible is strange and uncom-
fortable. The ardent Marxist can-
not stand what it says about him 
and his system. The passionate 
Americanist is also under indict-
ment, for the Bible speaks out 
against the pride and the chauvin-
ism that undergird so much so-
called patriotism. 
We are happy that Walter 
Winchell is reading the Bible. We 
humbly predict that if he keeps 
on reading it and letting it work 
on him, it will no longer make 
him feel good, but, as the Lord 
said through Isaiah, "It shall ac-
complish that which I please, and 
it shall prosper in the thing 
whereto I sent it." 
"America Unlimited" 
PART of the creed now being propagated in certain circles as 
an antidote to the apocalyptic 
religiousness of Marxism is a 
naive faith in the boundlessness 
of the American soil and the 
American spirit. 
Reduced to its basic dogmas, 
this creed contains a philosoph) 
of history and a doctrine of man. 
Its philosophy of history is simple. 
The nations of Western Europe 
have come to their present sad 
state because they have squan-
dered their wealth on internecine 
wars in the defense of antiquated 
dynasties. Not realizing the causes 
of their illness, they have hastened 
_ their end by the adoption of vi-
sionary socialistic plans which 
they are now asking the sober 
businessmen of the United States 
to underwrite. The nations of the 
Orient, meanwhile, have not been 
able to develop the "know-how" 
and technical efficiency necessary 
for the harnessing of their vast 
natural resources. 
Neither Europe nor Asia, then, 
is in a position to take the leader-
ship of the twentieth century. By 
the sheer force of historical de-
velopment this is the American 
century. As Americans, we have a 
manifest destiny to come to Eu-
rope's aid with the bounty of our 
land and our brain, and to help 
Asia by liberating her resources 
for her own good-and ours. All 
history has conspired to produce 
• 
us, and we should be more than 
ungrateful if we were to refuse <. 
the opportunity which history has 
thus placed within our grasp. 
I 
• 
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• 
The doctrine of man underly-
ing the creed of an unlimited 
America is the conviction that a 
man or a nation can be trusted 
with the power which prosperity 
brings. It assumes that anyone 
who has the character to earn 
money honestly has the character 
to use it honestly. It claims that 
man is so constituted that the 
increase of economic power brings 
with it a corresponding increase 
in the wisdom with which that 
power is employed. And it pro-
ceeds from that claim to the as-
sertion that a nation like America, 
made up of many men who have 
accumulated much wealth, is cor-
respondingly and proportionately 
well fitted for the responsibility 
which the disposition of that 
wealth entails. 
One does not have to be 
schooled in all the subtleties of 
philosophy and theology to look 
askance at both components of 
the faith that America's oppor-
tunities are unlimited. The fact 
of the matter is that there are 
spiritual forces at work in a large 
part of Western Europe which 
.. most Americans have overlooked 
and neglected, and that these 
forces of redemption are much 
·1 needed in our national life. The 
corrupting elements in Europe 
are present in America, too, and 
.; some of them in an alarmingly 
advanced state. Far from being 
"washed up" culturally, Europe 
still has much to teach us; and 
when Europe goes down econom-
ically, we may well go down, too. 
The Pollyannas may ridicule as 
"crepe-hanging" the books and 
articles in which serious students 
of modern trends have pointed to 
our declining natural resources 
and increasing population, but 
they cannot change the facts. 
America is not unlimited. Her 
resources are limited, her possi-
bilities for good are limited, her 
virtues are limited, and her des-
tiny is limited. To affirm anything 
else is as naive and wrong as it is 
unpatriotic. 
Herrings Red and Kippered 
OUR nomination for the phrase most likely to disappear from 
the American vocabulary is the 
phrase "red herring." President 
Truman has tied himself in a sad 
knot by applying it to the spy 
probe and then being forced to 
stick by it after that probe had 
uncovered the activities of a Rus-
sian spy ring in wartime America. 
It is lamentable that the exigen-
cies of party politics were thus 
permitted to back the President 
into a corner on so vital an issue 
as American security. 
Equally lamentable is the fact 
that some sort of herring, red 
or kippered, is being dragged 
across the path of our national 
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life under the guise of opposition 
to Communism. Certain sections 
of the American press and radio 
have seized upon the probe to vil-
ify and slander national leaders, 
scientists, and devoted public serv-
ants against whom they happen 
to bear a grudge. 
A sad example of that very ten-
dency was the treatment recently 
accorded the late Lawrence Dug-
gan by many newspapers and, sad 
to say, by apparently responsible 
members of the Congress. Even 
sadder has been the response in 
those circles to the criticism which 
patriotic and high-minded Amer-
icans have leveled at the Commit-
tee on Un-American Activities for 
the way it has handled testimony 
presented before it. 
Do not be fooled, said a recent 
commentator on a national net-
work, by those who pretend to be 
shocked by the Committee on Un-
American Activities. They are not 
concerned about anyone's civil 
rights. All they are trying to do 
is to shield the memory of Frank-
lin Roosevelt and the Soviet-
inspired minions with whom he 
peopled the bureaus of the gov-
ernment. Those who protest 
against the Committee are actual-
ly following the Communist party 
line. They, not the Committee, 
constitute a threat to the Consti-
tution and to American life. 
Such an impugning of motives 
" 
• 
is what we used to call a "red 
herring." It seems a pity that so 
apt a phrase should have to be ' 
discarded because it has so often 
been abused. Perhaps those whose 
nostrils are so attuned that thev 
smell Communists everywhere 
though they cannot smell a red 
herring in their own pockets will 
find a substitute. They owe it to 




"All the trumpets sounded fo1· him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
BY 0 . 
Sights and Sounds 
A FEW random notes this month. ... Almost half of the early 
days of the New Year are devoted 
to meetings all the way from New 
York to St. Louis . . . trains, buses, 
ferries, airplanes . . .. Anyone who 
will give some scientific attention 
to the astonishing number of 
meetings and conventions which 
are a mark of our life in the mid-
dle of the twentieth century will 
become a benefactor of mankind. 
. .. Here is a real field for orig-
inal research ... . I suppose that 
one of the first reasons is the ease 
and swiftness of modern transpor-
tation. . . . Then our passion for 
organization must be recognized 
as well as the presence of secre· 
taries among us who must appear 
before all their employers at least 
once a year to give an account of 
themselves. . .. Behind all these 
factors there is also our inner rest-
lessness. . . . Perhaps there are 
some better reasons for meetings 
and conventions than these-the 
9 
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complexity of the problems con-
fronting all businesses and pro-
fessions and the need for help and 
advice from those who have been 
at it a little longer than the rest 
of us .... 
At any rate we are now in the 
age of conventions and meetings 
and conferences .... On one day 
I counted fourteen separate con-
ventions listed on the bulletin 
board of a New York hotel. . . . 
The particular one in which I 
was interested was an annual con· 
ference of college administrators. 
... Admittedly American educa-
tion is not in very good shape . . .. 
There are a thousand perplexing 
problems .... On the other hand, 
it should be said that eight hun-
dred college administrators gath-
ered in one room do not make a 
bad impression. . . . They are 
honest and earnest men and wom-
en, sometimes bewildered but 
making every effort to find their 
way through the labyrinth of mod-
ern life and thought and to beat 
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a path, great and new, in our time 
for the rising generation. . . . 
Such meetings always reflect the 
profound changes in the spiritual 
climate of our day .... Almost 
every speaker at this convention 
had something to say about re-
ligion .... The secularist and the 
agnostic suddenly find themselves 
completely passe, out of date, 
dead ducks . ... Occasionally they 
raise their voices in behalf of the 
philosophy of the twenties and 
early thirties, but they are now 
the voices from exhausted wells 
. . . slightly queer and almost 
forgotten . . .. 
It is also true, of course, that 
much of our talking about reli-
gion is still vague and hesitant . 
. . . The pendulum is swinging 
and it is now just a little right of 
center .... Many of our educators 
still show a reluctance to go all 
the way .... "We must have reli-
gion," they say, "but it must not 
be too definite or too dogmatic." 
"It must appeal to everyone." ... 
"It is needed to undergird our 
democracy" ... and so forth. To 
an interested observer it is per-
fectly clear that we are pausing 
momentarily in the suburbs of 
the City of God .... Religion, to 
be real, must be definite . . . a 
body of truth to be believed .... 
Nor, as these pilgrims toward the 
city will learn very soon, can it be 
used as a means to an end, either 
social or individual. . .. Religion 
is always an end in itself .... It 
is taught for its own sake and not 
for what it may do with or for 
the individual human being .... 
Even the twentieth century can-
not use God for purposes apart 
from His own purposes for the 
souls of men. Religion is, first and 
last, a vertical thing-a relation-
ship to God .... Whatever hap-
pens horizontally comes as a by-
product of the steep climb to 
Calvary .... Our world, including 
the academic sector of it (prob-
ably the most important in the 
long view) is still not quite ready 
for that .... 
But it will come ... not for 
all, but certainly for some .... 
Meanwhile, many good men and 
women, personally Christian, are 
working toward a new day in edu-
cation ... . They need the help 
of every thoughtful soul that looks 
to the day of better souls ... and 
through the better souls a better 
world .... 
But this is not really what I had 
set out to say .... One of these 
meetings, as I intimated before, 
required my presence in New 
York for a few days .... Every 
experience is finally determined 
by what we bring to it .... I 
bring to New York the memory of 
fifteen years on its sidewalks and 
streets-and this memory makes 
it a great and beloved city for me. 
... New York is our civilization at 
its best and its worst. . . . At its 
.. 
• 
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worst-the hurry and crowding, 
the evident lust for gold, the hard 
ambition of men and women who 
want to make their way in the 
world's last and greatest Babylon. 
. .. At its best-the breathless soar-
ing of its buildings, the lights on a 
winter night, its unexpected kind-
ness in little shops on side-streets 
or in the stationery store on the 
corner ... . One afternoon I was 
walking along a side street when I 
heard a sound which was differ-
ent from the noise of the traffic. 
.. . It was the happy shout of a 
baby. . . . I looked up and saw 
on the third floor of an apartment 
across the street a little two year 
old beating happily against a 
screen in the window. The screen 
looked as if it might fall out at 
any moment .... For a few sec-
onds I stood there in fascinated 
horror .... How strong was that 
screen-how firmly had it been set 
into the window? ... As I watched 
a cop strolled by and I pointed 
up to the window . ... He looked 
up quickly, said something that 
sounded unprintable and dashed 
across the street toward the dingy 
entrance of the apartment .... I 
waited until the youngster disap-
peared. . . . The window was 
closed and I went on my way 
down the street. . . . I doubt if 
the cop even reported the matter 
at the end of his day . . . . 
The charm of New York, of 
man-made world at its zenith .... 
This is really the best we can do 
by ourselves .... It is not enough 
but it is certainly breathtaking. 
. . . You have not seen all of our 
world until you have taken one of 
the ferries across the Hudson be-
tween five and six o'clock on a 
winter afternoon .... At that hour 
all the lights are burning in the 
office buildings on lower Manhat-
tan .... When the sky is clear the 
moon may be over the East River. 
. . . I have seen none of the 
wonders of Europe and Asia but 
I am sure that there is nothing 
like this anywhere on our planet. 
... The lower floors of the build-
ings are hidden behind the ware-
houses on the waterfront and the 
great lighted towers seemed to 
float in the winter night. . . . I 
stood at the rear end of the ferry 
a few weeks ago in silent awe .... 
Words like Babylon, the New 
Jerusalem, the Eternal City drift-
ed through my mind .... What a 
creature is man! ... 
And yet, I must admit, the last 
effect, as the ferry slid into the 
slip of the New Jersey side, was 
saddening .... Many of the lights 
were out and clouds had come 
over the moon. . . . One airplane 
beyond the Narrows, I thought, 
and two atomic bombs could de-
stroy all that in less time than I 
have taken to write this sentence. 
This is the best that we can 
course, is that it represents our do, but it is surely not good 
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enough .... More enduring, more 
important, and more beautiful is 
the prayer of St. Francis which, 
in the midst of all these towers 
of the twentieth century, the New 
York Times had published a few 
weeks earlier. .. . I had it in my 
pocket and read it again in the 
light of a street lamp outside the 
railroad station . .. . 
Lord, make me a channel of Thy 
peace. 
That where there is hatred-! may 
bring love, 
That where there is wrong-! ma y 
bring the spirit of forgiveness, 
That where there is discord-! may 
bring harmony, 
That where there is error-! may 
bring truth, 
That where there is doubt-! may 
bring faith, 
That where there is despair-! may 
bring hope, 
That where there are shadows-! may 
bring Thy light, 
That where there is sadness-! may 
bring joy. 
Lord, grant that I may seek r ather 
To comfort-than to be comforted; 
To understand-than to be under-
stood; 
To love-than to be loved; 
For 
It is by giving-that one receives; 
It is by self-forgetting-that one finds; 
It is by forgiving-that one is for-
given; 
It is by dying-that one awakens to 
eternal life. 
Winter Again 
T HIS is written in midwinter. Once a year, about this 
time, I try to read again my favor-
ite section of Walden . ... Tho-
reau writing in the winter of 
1846: 
The Great Snow! How cheerful it 
is to hear of! When the farmers could 
not get to the woods and swamps 
with their teams, and were obliged 
to cut down the shade trees before 
their houses, and, when the crust 
was harder, cut off the trees in the 
swamps, ten feet from the ground, 
as it appeared the next spring. 
In the deepest snows, the path 
which I used from the highway to my 
house, about half a mile long, might 
have been represented by a meander-
ing dotted line, with wide intervals 
between the dots. For a week of even 
weather I took exactly the same num-
ber of steps, and of the same length, 
coming and going, stepping delib-
erately and with the precision of a 
pair of dividers in my own deep 
tracks-to such routine the winter 
reduces us-yet often they were filled 
with heaven's own blue. But no 
weather interfered fatally with my 
walks, or rather my going abroad, 
for I frequently tramped eight or 
ten miles through the deepest snow 
to keep an appointment with a beech 
tree, or a yellow birch, or an old 
acquaintance among the pines; when 
the ice and snow causing their limbs 
to droop, and so sharpening their 
tops, had changed the pines into fir 
trees; wading to the tops of the high-
est hills when the snow was nearly 
two feet deep on a level, and shak-
.. 
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ing down another snowstorm on my 
head at every step; or sometimes 
creeping and floundering thither on 
my hands and knees, when the hunt-
ers had gone into winter quarters. 
As I walked over the long cause-
way made from the railroad through 
the meadows, I encountered many a 
blustering and nipping wind, for no-
where has it freer play; and when 
the frost had smitten me on one 
cheek, heathen as I was, I turned to 
it the other also. Nor was it much 
better by the carriage road from 
Brister's Hill. For I came to town 
still, like a friendly Indian, when 
the contents of the broad open fields 
were all piled up between the walls 
of the Waldon road, and half an 
hour sufficed to obliterate the tracks 
of the traveler. And when I returned 
new drifts would have formed, 
through which I floundered, where 
the busy northwest wind had been 
depositing the powdery snow round 
a sharp angle in the road, and not 
a rabbit's track, nor even the fine 
print, the small type, of a meadow 
mouse was to be seen. 
After a still winter night I awoke 
with the impression that some ques-
tion had been put to me, which I 
had been endeavoring in vain to an-
swer in my sleep, as what-how-
when-where? But there was dawn-
ing Nature, in whom all creatures 
live, looking in at my broad win-
dows with serene and satisfied face, 
and no question on her lips. I awoke 
to an answered question, to Nature 
and daylight. The snow lying deep 
on the earth dotted with young pines, 
and the very slope of the hill on 
which my house is placed seemed to 
say, Forward! Nature puts no ques-
tion and answers none which we 
mortals ask. She has long ago taken 
her resolution, "0 Prince, our eyes 
contemplate with admiration and 
transmit to the soul the wonderful 
and varied spectacle of this universe. 
The night veils without doubt a 
part of this glorious creation; but day 
comes to reveal to us this great work, 
which extends from earth even into 
the plains of the ether." ... 
Note for Lent 
(_'IOMEWHERE I found an old clip-
0 ping from my favorite news-
paper, The Fmnkenmuth News. 
. . . As Lent comes, it deserves 
attention. 
A special Good Friday service espe-
cially for workers will be conducted 
at St. Lorenz church at one o'clock 
with the Rev. M. E. Mayer preach-
ing on the topic, "Our Savior-Suc-
cessful in His Passion." Workers are 
invited and they are urged to come 
"as they are" in working garb. 
"As they are." ... There is 
something in that .... Too often 
in our day the Church is hopeless-
ly removed from the stream of 
daily life .... It is good for us to 
dress up on a Sunday morning 
and appear before the Lord with 
scrubbed faces and in our Sunday 
suits .... It is equally good and 
perhaps better that at times we 
come to church "as we are." . _ . 
The Church should be a part of 
the warp and woof of life, close 
to it, squarely in its middle . . .. 
14 The CRESSET 
The best divine service, I believe, 
would be one to which the men 
and women who work would come 
as the vesper bell rings. . . . The 
center aisle would be lined with 
lunch boxes .. . . If there should 
be an usher in a frock coat with a 
gardenia in his lapel, I hope that 
he would stumble over the lunch 
pails. . . . The preacher would 
say a few words fitting for the end 
of day and everybody would sing 
an evening hymn . ... God, I am 
sure, would like that very much. 
Which reminds me. . . . Some 
time ago I saw some words of 
Scripture which have seldom been 
explained properly: "The com-
mon people heard him gladly." 
. . . Some of the prophets spoke 
in words of majesty and mystery, 
but not our Lord. . . . He was 
close to life and His speech was "" 
simple and clear. ... With Him 
we are not on the brow of Mount 
Sinai in thunder and lightning, 
but on a hillside under the after- ~ 
noon sun, listening to a friend. 
. . . This the Church needs to 
recover: 
He talked of grass and wind and 
rain 
Of fig trees and fair weather. 
He made it His delight to bring 
Heaven and earth together. 
He spoke of lilies, vines, and corn, 
The sparrow and the raven; 
And words so natural, yet so wise, 
Were on men's hearts engraven; 
And yeast and bread and flax and 
cloth 
And eggs and fish and candles-
See how the whole familiar world 
He most divinely handles! 
Traveler in America 
By KARL W. KELLER 
How It Began 
T HE day before was a Sunday, a Sunday no different from that 
which many a Lutheran "man of 
the cloth" can remember without 
jogging his memory too severely. 
It began with Sunday School and 
\.-. Bible Class, the Morning Service 
with Holy Communion. A quick 
lunch and then back again to the 
church for a long session with the 
Voting Members. Another brief 
bite and away to a neighboring 
parish where "the Mrs." was to 
provide the music at a typical 
West Texas wedding. 
You've never heard of a typical 
\Vest Texas wedding? The barbe-
cue laid out in great mounds on a 
long table under the trees with all 
the trimmings? (It was rumored 
that two beeves and six sheep had 
been carefully roasted and turned 
and drenched and redrenched in 
the spicy sauce for the 300 guests 
who came to do the bridal pair 
honor at this wedding.) But that's 
a story in itself, one worthy of a 
doctor's thesis, a D.G.D., Doctor 
of Gastronomical Delights, that is. 
It was midnight before we got 
home, after driving back through 
the impenetrable fog of a "dusty 
Norther"-July 1st and our vaca-
tion had begun! Before us lay a 
whole month of time and some 
s,ooo miles of driving, and we 
hadn't even had time to pack. We 
pitched in, however, and in a 
couple of hours the suitcases and 
boxes were filled and safely stowed 
in our trusty '38 Ford. As usual, 
optimistic vacationer that we are, 
the luggage included a briefcase 
containing half a dozen books 
we'd been wanting to read during 
the last six months-and, as usual, 
the briefcase came back unopened 
and the books untouched. 
Two a.m. We had planned to 
leave about four a.m .... It woulrl 
take at least 45 minutes for two 
excited travelers to fall asleep ... 
why, we'd hardly drop off into 
Morpheus' arms before we'd have 
to get up again, rubbing our eyes 
and debating whether it wouldn't 
be best to postpone beginning by 
another day! Why not just start 
out? No sooner said than done! 
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A few last minute admonitions to 
the "summer vicar" who was hold-
ing clown the fort, just the time 
it takes to put the little one, 
sound asleep, on her make-shift 
pallet in the back seat, and we 
were off! 
The journey had begun. The 
deserted streets of Lubbock were 
soon behind us and we were speed-
ing down the familiar black rib-
bon toward the east. The first 
miles were well known because 
Crosbyton, 36 miles away, repre-
sented the eastern boundary of a 
parish that included parts of five 
counties. Blanco Canyon crossed, 
the road became less familiar, but 
the highway stretched ahead end-
lessly, and we still had a long way 
to go. 
That was how it began-two 
travelers in an old V-8 speeding 
through the vast open country of 
northern Texas on a journey that 
was to cover 23 states, the Dis-
trict of Columbia and two prov-
inces of Canada before the very 
same tires containing the very 
sa me a1r rolled over the same 
highway, this time toward the 
setting sun thirty days later. 
Into the "Sooner State" 
When the sun rose that morn-
ing, it shone on a car standing 
very still in a little roadside park 
on the other side of Benjamin 
(Texas, not Palestine). Morpheus 
had triumphed, but his victory 
was short-lived. The travelers 
stirred, the car moved back to the 
highway, and started off in the 
direction of Wichita Falls, Texas, 
and breakfast. The days always 
looked a lot brighter after break-
fast! Even the most glorious sun-
rise-and we saw a lot of them-
is curiously impotent in stilling 
the pangs of hunger. 
The Red River was soon 
crossed, and our trek through the 
Sooner State began. Driving north-
ward, we found the bar ditches 
filled with water and here and 
there the silt covered the highway. 
Oklahoma had had a real "gully-
washer" the day before. We looked 
avidly at the sparkling meadows, 
for we had left the parched plains 
and barren fields stricken by 
drought and a burning sun. 
The road from Chickasha to 
Oklahoma City stretched peace-
fully ahead-nothing at all like 
the howling blizzard we remem-
bered on our last trip up this way 
the January before. Lunch in the 
capital city and a drive through 
the state house grounds, just to 
see for ourselves the derricks that 
dotted the lawns and thrust their 
framework up between the houses 
in the vicinity. An oil well in 
your back yard-that's a good way 
to pay off the mortgage. 
The Mainstreet of America 
We were now on Highway 66, 
and the traffic immediately took 
• 
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on a national complexion. The 
greater stream of tourist traffic 
was going in the other direction. 
The mountain playgrounds of the 
west were in for a banner season. 
The driving pattern that we were 
to learn by heart before our trip 
was over had its first rehearsal on 
66. You know it well, the mile or 
two of steady driving in the open 
stretch until you reach the next 
string of cars bogged down behind 
some lumbering truck; then the 
time consuming inching, one car 
at a time, to the head of the line, 
and the brief break away into the 
clear. You meet with variations 
in a day's steady driving, but the 
theme is always the same. 
The afternoon was already cast-
ing long shadows when we turned 
in at Claremore, Okla., and de-
cided to call it a day. Will Rogers 
is Claremore's principal claim to 
fame and his memorial stands on 
a hill overlooking the campus of 
the Oklahoma Military Academy. 
The little town is saturated with 
the lore of her famous cowboy· 
Indian-philosopher. But while we 
gave the memorial a brief inspec-
tion, the inner-spring mattresses 
at the El Lueno Courts beckoned 
more invitingly-and all the thun-
dering freights that the MKT 
thoughtfully provided to inter-
rupt our slumbers, never had a 
chance. Kathy, our daughter, 
celebrated her first night in a tour-
ist camp by falling out of bed. 
St. Louis and Points East 
"Lunch in St. Louis today," 
buzzed in our hopeful brains as 
we took to the road again on 
Tuesday in the chilly pre-dawn 
hours. But we hadn't had our 
breakfast yet, when all that 
changed. It was about 5:3o a.m. 
and g8 miles down the road that 
the motor coughed and sputtered, 
and we finally rolled to a stop on 
the approach to the Neosho River 
bridge at Miami, Okla. It looked 
like a vapor lock, that treacherous 
travel impediment that afflicts so 
many motors. The battery, too, 
was mysteriously dormant. Noth-
ing to do but to walk into town 
and rouse the local AAA. Visions 
of crippling repair bills-and the 
trip only begun-mingled with 
thoughts of thankfulness that at 
least the towing job was free. 
Our AAA membership would see 
to that. We didn't use the expres-
sion "rouse" advisedly. It was a 
full three hours later when we 
finally left Miami. The repair bill, 
fortunately, did remain a vision, 
but the delay in Oklahoma was to 
have its repercussions in Canada 
a week later, as you shall see. 
\t\'e found great satisfaction in 
the fact that 66 cut through a 
corner of Kansas, thus adding an-
other state to the roster of our 
journey. And then we were m 
Missouri and the rolling wooded 
hills of the Ozarks beckoned. Jop-
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lin -Springfield-Lebanon-Rolla. 
This was the way to the Meremac 
Caverns and the Onandaga Caves. 
The signs that sprinkled the road-
side so extravagantly never let us 
forget that. But we spurned their 
siren call. It was to have been St. 
Louis for lunch; now we would 
get there for supper. 
We came in through the back 
door-Kirkwood, Brentwood, Ma-
plewood, Clayton, and Concordia 
Seminary. The old familiar build-
ings and quadrangles, now quiet-
I y sleeping in the late afternoon 
of the summer holiday. How the 
trees had grown! It was our first 
visit since graduation. And it 
would be no more than a "Hail 
and Farewell." Without stopping 
the car, we drove around the 
campus and then on through 
Forest Park to Kingshighway. 
What a rush of memory! Happy 
memories of the three busy years 
when 801 DeMun was our ad-
dress and all St. Louis County our 
stamping ground. 
The drive to the Chain of Rocks 
bridge was one long memory lane 
and we were busy reminiscing, 
when we noticed that Kathy, the 
littlest traveler, was being very 
quiet. Turning, we saw that the 
evening rush of traffic had her 
fascinated. This was her first real-
ly big city. She stood on the back 
seat and looked with wondering 
eyes at the rush of buses, trucks, 
and street cars-the crowds at the 
intersections, the busy cops with 
their shrill whistles. Before we 
were home again, she had learned 
to regard all the hurly-burly of 
the great metropoli with that 
faintly supercilious boredom that 
all children so easily assume. Now, 
however, it had her spellbound. 
The broad Mississippi, carrying 
its endless, muddy burden to the 
Gulf, was soon behind us and 
Kankakee, Ill., our day's objec-
tive, loomed within reach. Even 
at that, it was in the early morn-
ing hours when we finally reached 
our destination and roused a good 
aunt of ours, who inqu·ired drows-
ily over the phone, "What time 
is it?" and then hospitably opened 
her spare bedroom to us. It seems 
that Kankakee hasn't found out 
what a tourist court is yet. 
The Windy City 
We sped into Chicago over 
Cicero Avenue the necxt afternoon 
and again the busy streets and 
familiar landmarks took on the 
aspect of a reunion. This was a 
city we knew. vVe had the com-
fortable feeling of one who knows 
his way around-and the next few 
clays we made the most of it. 
Fourth of July and a picnic at 
Lincoln Park, where we jealously 
guarded the small patch of grass 
we had appropriated, while 150,-
ooo other people were either do-
ing the same or trying to expro-
priate the more fortunate. The 
• 
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Windy City's negro population 
was out in force and Lincoln Park 
had more than its share. Kathy 
had her first glimpse of the zoo, 
but for some peculiar reason she 
found the crowds thronging the 
walks a lot more interesting than 
the antics of the animals in the 
cages. 
We found out what Don Mc-
Neil's "Breakfast Club" looks like, 
where it originates, and the next 
morning joined another crowd of 
radio fans to hear ""\t\Take Up and 
Smile"; we learned to laugh at 
all the right places and to sing 
toward the mike and to clap when-
ever anything pleased us, but 
especially when the announcer 
gave us the cue, which was more 
often than not. Verily, the realm 
of radio has its own gathering of 
the faithful, lured on by the pros-
pect of rich rewards or the chance 
to say "hello" to Mama. But we 
saw what makes it tick. 
Then there was the evening out 
that I had promised the parson's 
wife months before. Dinner in the 
main dining room of Old Heidel-
berg with music by Hans Muenzer 
and his string ensemble. It was 
worth three extra cups of coffee to 
enjoy the excerpts from "Figaro" 
and the other music that always 
seems to add such zest to dining 
out. 
The next day we took Kathy to 
see her great-grandmother, a spry 
old lady in her middle eighties, 
whose memory spanned the cen-
tury. It was an interesting century 
filled with reminiscences of Wal-
ther and Fuerbringer and other 
men whose labors made an epoch 
of their service to the church. 
Sunday morning began with a 
drive along the lake, northward 
past the Loop, beyond the "Gold 
Coast," through Evanston, Win-
netka, Highland Park, and Lake 
Forest to Waukegan. It was there 
that we ran into the Lutheran 
tourists' pet peeve: "Where is the 
Lutheran Church?" The telephone 
directory had nothing to offer; the 
lone cigar store we found open 
gave us a vague hint as to the 
whereabouts of the "German" Lu-
theran Church, which turned out 
to be an Evangelical and Re-
formed Church. Finally, two cops 
in a squad car were able to direct 
us-to a church of the Wisconsin 
Synod. In the meantime our 
brother-in-law waited in vain at 
the Missouri Synod Church and 
drove home alone. 
We followed some time later to 
his home in Zion, the headquar· 
ters of the followers of Alexander 
Dowie. As we drove into the city 
limits we hid our ancient briar in 
the glove compartment. The good 
people of Zion were unalterably 
opposed to the fragrant weed. But 
they were loosening up a bit at 
that. Hardly beyond the shadow 
of the rambling frame hotel that 
dominates Zion's main street, the 
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first movie palace was under con-
struction. Some of the current 
offerings from Hollywood made 
us wonder whether the elders of 
Zion weren't relenting at the 
wrong time. 
Convention City 
Since we were so far along Lake 
Michigan's shore already, we de-
cided to drive on to Milwaukee, 
where the Walther League con-
vention was just getting under 
way. One name sticks in our mem-
ory particularly: the Hotel Pfister. 
After all, can you imagine some 
unfortunate inebriate, after hav-
ing given Mr. Pabst too much 
business, trying to get directions 
back to the Hotel Pfister from the 
cop on the corner? It's hard 
enough to say cold sober! 
It developed that we had come 
a little bit ahead of the rest of 
the convention crowd, but we did 
sit in for a little on a Resolutions 
Committee meeting at the Hotel 
Schroeder. And we did manage to 
see quite a few classmates, old 
friends, and acquaintances. We 
had a leisurely lunch with a form-
er roommate at Maders', which 
needs no further introduction to 
seasoned travelers. '"'e saw Plank-
inton Hall, where another facet 
of League history was to be cut 
and polished in the days imme-
diately succeeding. 
And then it was time for us to 
drive to the dock and undertake 
the ferry trip across the lake. The 
ride across aboard the Milwaukee 
Clipper was a highlight on our 
travels. The lake was just rough 
enough to be interesting without 
becoming disturbing. The Mil-
waukee skyline gradually faded 
into the setting sun, and for once 
a landlubber was beyond the sight 
of land. By the time the channel 
lights of Muskegon (Mich.) were 
sighted, the stars had long bright-
ened the sky, and when we had 
reached the landing, it was not 
just to set foot in another state, 
but into a new day as well. 
We could find no tourist accom-
modations at Muskegon and so 
we decided to keep right on driv-
ing. It was at Grand Rapids, 
Michigan, that we ran into that 
elaborate travelers' snare-a traffic 
dispersal system inadequately 
marked. Back and forth on the 
outskirts of the city we drove, try-
ing to find the highway leading to 
Owosso and Flint. It seemed to 
us that in Grand Rapids all roads 
led to Lansing. Finally, by retrac-
ing our steps and starting all over 
again, we found the turn we had 
missed and continued our jour-
ney. 
The country we saw in the early 
dawn had a northern look. Even 
in mid-summer it was not hard 
to envision this same road piled 
high with drifting snow. There 
was none of the heavy heat and 
burning sunshine of our southern 
l 
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summer. The dark pines and firs 
that fringed the fields and clus-
tered about the farm houses lent 
a wintry note to the summer land-
scape. Breakfast in Flint that 
morning and all at once Canada 
seemed very close. 
The Union Jack and the 
Maple Leaf 
Port Huron was our P.O.E. 
There on the other side of the 
great Bluewater Bridge lay Cana-
da! It was easy to get into Canada. 
Would it be as easy to get out? 
The surly U. S. customs official 
wasn't very encouraging. "That's 
up to the customs at the other 
end." We thought again of our 
missing birth certificate. Would 
our permit from the Local Draft 
Board No. 1, Curry County, New 
Mexico, suffice? We decided to 
take the chance. 
The cursory inspection and the 
driving permit issued on the Ca-
nadian side were soon dispensed 
with. We were in Canada! As we 
drove through the streets of Sar· 
.., nia, Ont., we suddenly felt very 
far from home. This was foreign 
soil. We were driving on the 
King's Highway. People set their 
garbage out in front of their 
houses, instead of in the alleys. 
• Quite regularly along the road we 
came to small churches with a 
deserted air about them, all la-
beled "The United Church of 
Canada." 
It was at London, Ont., that 
we got a real jolt. Gasoline was 
35c a gallon! And even when we 
discovered that the Canadian gal-
lon equalled five U. S. quarts we 
were only slightly mollified. We 
were indeed a long way from 
home where gas retailed at 17c a 
gallon. London was very "Brit-
ish," as perhaps it should be, and 
yet Paris, 49 miles farther, was no 
less typically English. 
Our route led us across the 
beautiful farm lands of central 
Ontario to Hamilton, a smoky 
industrial city, where the blue 
waters of Lake Ontario greeted 
us. From there the highway fol-
lowed the lake and we were never 
very far from the sight of water 
all the long and beautiful drive to 
Quebec. 
"We'll have the Canadian coun-
terpart of a 'coke' (which we later 
found out was a lukewarm, in-
sipid liquid) at Toronto, and try 
to put up at Montreal for the 
night." The words were hardly 
spoken when the motor coughed 
and sputtered. We knew what 
that meant-or thought we did. 
But the water poured on the fuel 
pump did no good, and again the 
battery was bafflingly dormant. 
This time the Ontario Automo-
bile Association branch at Oak-
ville came to the rescue. And some 
three hours later, with a new 
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starter switch and a new battery, 
and some $20 less in our wallet, 
we were once more on our way. 
We didn't stop after that for 
our "cola" in Toronto, but drove 
right through. Toronto brings to 
mind another "beef" which many 
a motorist legitimately registers 
with many a city, Canadian and 
American alike. Toronto was just 
one of a number of cities where 
the highway routing kd us 
through one of the most unattrac-
tive parts of the city-shabby 
buildings on a rough and narrow 
street, with street cars to add to 
the congestion and to interfere 
with our driving. We didn' t have 
the time to drive around the city 
to view its beauty spots or places 
of historic interest. We were sim-
ply passing through and our im-
pression of Toronto, one of the 
great cities of the Dominion, will 
be the memory of that ugly, 
crowded street with the annoying 
trolleys. 
A few miles beyond, when the 
long northern twilight had al-
ready set in, we found rather 
primitive accommodations for the 
night. Our cordial French host 
explained that he was just taking 
over and promised us many im-
provements "next year." But: 
everything was scrupulously clean 
and we were much too tired to 
enjoy any frills, had there been 
any. Even the mosquito symphony 
became a lullaby that night. 
The first streaks of dawn found 
us on our way again and ushered 
in one of the most enjoyable days 
of our summer holiday. It was a 
long drive, but every mile in-
trigued. The highway hugged the 
shores of Lake Ontario . . . led 
us through Cobourg, where the 
home of Marie Dressler has been 
transformed into a public monu-
ment . . . took us on beside the 
Bay of Quinte and into Kingston, 
where the St. Lawrence River has 
its beginning, wandering through 
the labyrinth of the Thousand 
Islands ... then along the incredi-
bly blue waters of the St. Law-
rence, here flowing deeply and 
there foaming in great rapids ... 
we saw a great many steamers 
on the river, or slowly moving 
through the canals that bordered 
the rapids, or waiting patiently 
at the locks. The United States 
was very close once more. We 
could look across the river and 
say: "There's New York ... Mor-
ristown Ogdensburg 
Waddington." Each ferry was a 
temptation to cross and all the 
way to Montreal we debated 
whether to turn south there or 
continue on to Quebec as we had 
originally planned. 
"Little France" 
We knew it at once when we 
had crossed the boundary into tl1e 
Province of French Quebec. "\\Te 
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Highway. Now it was just "Route 
2." The independent spirit of the 
French Canadians was asserting 
itself. It was "Lentement" for the 
"Ecole" and "Gardez la Droite" 
on the busier stretches or the 
sharper curves. A narrow bridge 
became a "Pont Etroit." M. 
Auger at Pointe du Lac urged us 
to enjoy a "Cabines Chaufees Eau 
Courante" and to disport our-
selves on his "Plage magnifique." 
All he managed to sell us was five 
gallons of gas. 
We drove into Montreal just 
when everyone was going home 
from work. But here the hustle 
and bustle charmed us. Modern 
apartment buildings on broad 
avenues vied with older houses on 
narrow streets. Everywhere there 
was a Gallic friendliness and zest. 
Pedestrians and motorists alike 
offered a ready smile and a com-
radely salute. Here was a city one 
could enjoy at once. But Quebec 
was still 170 miles beyond, so we 
kept right on rolling along. At 
Troix Rivieres we stopped for 
dinner and a good stretch to take 
the kinks out of our muscles. On 
one of the side streets a sign pro-
claimed "Salle de Pool" and al-
though our experience with a cue 
around the green baize table is 
extremely limited, we remarked to 
the good wife, "Now if I had a 
'salle de pool' to play in, 1 
wouldn't mind taking up the fine 
art of billiards myself!" Even the 
occupation of repairing leaky 
water pipes and installing drains 
took on an added touch of glam-
our when it became a "plom-
beria"l 
Catholic Quebec . . . we saw 
the tall spires rise from the heart 
of every hamlet and enjoyed the 
exquisite setting of many of the 
smaller churches along the wind-
ing St. Lawrence . .. the way was 
dotted with many roadside shrines, 
from simple grottoes to immense 
concrete crosses set in the front 
yards of the faithful ... but we 
were sure we were in Catholic 
Quebec when a truck whizzed by 
boldly advertising "Our Lady of 
Grace Transfer Co." 
"\Ve were getting into the tim-
ber country ... each little town 
had its pulp and paper factory, 
long flumes carrying the logs from 
the rivers to the screeching saws 
. . . at Portneuf, Les Ecureuils 
Neuville, St. Augustine and many 
a hamlet along the way the mo-
torist was always sure to come 
out second best. The highway? 
That's where the gay swains and 
their merry girl friends prome-
naded arm in arm after the day's 
work was done, while Maman sat 
on her balcony above the street 
and watched the proceedings. And 
the poor tourist had to make his 
way as best he could. After all, 
he was just passing through-they 
lived there today, tomorrow and 
the day after that. 
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The lights were already twink-
ling in the dusk when we drove 
over the Plains of Abraham and 
put up at Champigny for the 
night. This was the northernmost 
reach of our trip. The little stack 
of wood beside the stove and the 
blankets on the bed reminded us 
of that, even before we woke in 
the shivering dark of the dawn, 
hastily tumbled into our clothes 
and added an extra sweater. The 
mist lay heavily among the trees, 
and the cobblestone pavements of 
the ancient city were slippery and 
wet. They were steep as well and 
we pitied the taxicab drivers. It 
seemed to us that they must spend 
more time driving almost straight 
up and down as forwards. The 
older city beside the river quite 
evidently preceded the age of the 
motor car. 
The view on the stubby ferry 
that took us to the other side was 
magnificent! Behind us the Cha-
teau Frontenac Hotel frowned 
down upon us from the height 
and reminded us of the history 
made there when F. D. R. and 
Churchill and their staffs met to 
plan the African campaign that 
began the Allied offensive. Below 
us the bridge to the Ile d'Orleans 
was still shrouded in mist. Before 
us was Levis and the incredibly 
sharp ascent to the top of the 
bluff. And then away to the south 
... one village after another was 
slowly waking up ... here came 
a wagon with some early shoppers 
. . . there a farmer was turning 
his cows into the pasture after the 
morning milking ... and a little 
farther on matrons in black hur-
ried to the early mass, announced 
by the church bells ... and over 
it all the bright sunshine, the low 
wooded ridges and checkerboard 
fields on either side, and the swift-
ly flowing river at our feet. We 
began to count the miles to the 
border, and that missing birth cer-
tificate gave us a little concern. 
There was nothing to do but to 
keep on going. At Armstrong the 
Canadian customs relieved us of 
our driving permit and quizzed us 
on the amount of money we had 
spent in Canada and then waved 
us on. Nothing more for the next 
27 miles. No towns, no filling sta-
tions, and on either side of the 
road impenetrable bush. Some-
where in there was the line. The 
road, which had varied from bad 
to worse all the way from Quebec 
suddenly became smooth and well 
kept. "At this rate," we thought, 
"we'll sail right along into the 
good old U.S. A. in fine fashion."' 
But we'll never forget that 
boundary line! The canny French 
were giving us a splendid send-
off. But the hard bitten Yankees 
of Maine were more niggardly in 
their highway expenditures. Con-
sequently, when we reached the 
border, quite unexpectedly, and 
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the Pine Tree State, our old car 
leaped into the U. S. like a fright-
ened stag. Nevertheless, our Ford 
was able to take the Maine roads 
in its stride and we were soon 
undergoing the s~rutiny of the 
U. S. customs official. Our missing 
birth certificate proved to be no 
obstacle whatever, and after a few 
questions had established the fact 
that we had purchased nothing on 
which duty was assessed-ami 
were sending nothing by mail in 
an effort to escape the customs-
we were free to continue. 
Into New England 
We had breakfast at Jackman, 
in the heart of the lake country, 
and were soon following the Ken-
nebec River on its way to the sea. 
Our ride was scarcely less bumpy 
than that of the logs in the river 
on their journey to the mill, but, 
while they were destined to be 
turned into pulp, the shaking-up 
we got in "Vacationland" did not 
quite condemn us to such a dras-
tic fate. It was up in this coun-
try that we first ran into the old 
New England custom of building 
a house and having all the out-
houses adjoining in one long, con-
nected group. Once again we en-
visioned the icy blasts and drift-
ing snow that made such an ar-
rangement necessary. 
The busy factories of Skowhe-
gan and Waterville were duly 
noted in passing. Each little town 
had its supporting industry . . . 
industries whose trade names are 
familiar in every household in the 
land. Take them away and these 
villages would soon vanish. As the 
New England monopoly is gradu-
ally decentralized and industry 
moves West, a great many of these 
little towns will disappear. Their 
agricultural economy is not great 
enough to sustain them. At Water-
ville we came to the inevitable 
"five-point crossroad" and the 
highway marker seemed to point 
in all five directions. Not being 
certain whether our route crossed 
the river here, we remained on 
the west side and striking out 
soon drove smartly into the city 
dump! vVe returned and crossed 
the river without hesitation, but 
we put another mark against 
Maine's Highway Department in 
our little black book. 
At Augusta we wanted to get 
rid of a little Canadian change 
we still had left, but they wouldn't 
touch the stuff. Evidently rela-
tions must be a little strained be-
tween the Pine Tree State and the 
Land of the Maple Leaf, and we, 
in turn, developed a cordial dis-
like for Maine. Vacationland 
ought to treat its tourists better 
than that. 
Yarmouth provided us with our 
first view of the Atlantic Ocean. 
It wasn't at all insp1rmg. Low 
tide-and a long stretch of foul-
26 The CRESSET 
smelling mud flats lay between us 
and the sea. At Brunswick we had 
joined Highway 1 and were drawn 
into the busy swirl of eastern traf-
fic. At times the long line of cars 
stretched from one town to an-
other. It gave us a chance to look 
a little closer at these New Eng-
land villages with their austere 
white-painted meeting houses, and 
the streets overshadowed with 
towering elms. We had time to 
read the signs and to ponder 
upon the Yankee play for the 
tourist trade. Antique shops were 
as plentiful here as the trading 
posts in the Southwest. In fact, a 
good many towns could have been 
sold in toto, they were that an· 
tique. Not venerable, mind you. 
just antique, or is "decrepit" a 
better word! We won't forget one 
place advertised as "Ye Olde Odds 
and Ends Shoppe." Out where we 
live the label is simply "Jimmy's 
Second Hand Store." No, we 
didn't stop to look at any "olde 
odds and ends." 
New Hampshire's efforts to keep 
the traffic on Highway 1 were 
among the best we saw. The 
orange stripe wove back and forth 
from the inside lane to the out-
side rather drunkenly, it at first 
appeared. But there was method 
in their madness and the long 
lines of cars were kept safely in 
bounds. So it was that we finally 
reached the great complex of 
roads that encircle Boston. Once 
again we were caught in the eve-
ning rush and the tangle of traffic 
put all thoughts of penetrating to 
the older, historic section of Bos-
ton out of our minds. We were sat-
isfied to find our way through the 
suburbs, even though it was with 
a pang of regret that we relin-
quished the prospect of seeing the 
Old State House, Faneuil Hall, 
and the Old North Church, or of 
visiting the homes of Longfellow, 
Lowell, and Holmes at Cambridge 
or those of Emerson and Alcott 
at nearby Concord. 
We had originally intended to 
spend the night at Boston but as 
we ate the evening meal we dis-
cussed the possibility of driving 
right on to New York. It was 200 
miles further, but what are 200 
miles! We must have been dream-
ing of the wide open spaces at 
home. It was seven o'clock-we'd 
be in New York by midnight, or 
at the very latest 1 a.m. 
vVe took to the road again and 
in the gathering dusk missed one 
of the very important junctions 
that would have led us smoothly 
on our way. In an attempt to re· 
cover lost time, we consulted the 
map and decided to cut straight 
through. How were we to know 
that at Stafford Springs, Conn., 
they would change the number of 
the highway! After driving in every 
direction out of Stafford Springs 
in a vain endeavor to find High-
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map, we finally sought the advice 
of a filling station attendant, who 
cheerfully informed us that High-
way 15 was now Highway 30, and 
anyway we didn't want Highway 
30. The best way was to take No. 
20 to West Stafford and then turn 
down through Crystal Lake. W c 
were too tired to argue. Besides 
that, any way that would get us 
out of Stafford Springs was to be 
grasped at as desperately as a 
drowning man might loop his arm 
over a straw. 
A cup of coffee at Hartford re-
vived our drooping spirits, as did 
the prospect of getting on the 
Merritt Parkway and zooming 
speedily down past New Haven 
and on into the big city. And that 
big four-lane divided highway did 
prove to be an excellent choice. 
A heavy fog had settled over the 
land and the glare of the unend-
ing stream of approaching head-
lights would have been torture 
without that center strip of trees. 
It is horrible to contemplate what 
driving might have been without 
it. We paid the toll at regular in-
tervals without murmuring. 
The miles sped by in swift suc-
cession. Soon the signs at the 
junctions began to sound familiar 
-White Plains, Scarsdale, Yonkers, 
Mount Vernon, New Rochelle, 
the Bronx. But it was getting late, 
and as we turned into the Henry 
Hudson Parkway (once more pay-
ing for the privilege) and headed 
for South Ferry, our only com-
petition was an occasional taxi. 
Even the big city rolled up the 
sidewalks at that hour of the 
morning. Uptown, that is. 
We found our way to Staten 
Island by ferry barred by the great 
fire that had destroyed the ter-
minal at St. George, and in turn-
ing wearily to find the entrance to 
the Holland Tunnel, we drove 
right into the thick of things at 
the Washington Market. It was a 
good half hour before we finally 
emerged from the welter of trucks 
and wagons that supply New York 
with produce. 
Once over the Jersey side, we 
again explored a few side streets 
before we hit upon the combina-
tion that brought us to the Bay-
onne Bridge. The crossing to Stat-
en Island was a matter of minutes 
and then in a matter of a few 
minutes more we reached the ap-
proach of the Goethals Bridge. 
That couldn't be right. We 
weren't ready to leave the Island 
yet. So we turned around and 
tried it once more. Horror of hor-
rors! There was the Goethal~ 
Bridge again. We returned to the 
Bayonne Bridge, and even though 
it seemed all wrong, we deliberate-
ly turned left at the crucial cor-
ner. This time everything fell into 
place-Victory Blvd .... Clove 
Road . . . Richmond Road, and 
finally Delaware Street. It was 1 
a.m. The mist still spread its halo 
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around every street light and 
dripped gloomily from the trees. 
Here and there a light twinkled 
where an early riser already ate 
his breakfast. After 24 hours of 
driving we were desperately tired 
and out of sorts. The road back 
to Quebec where all this had be-
gun stretched interminably. No 
matter. The trip was over. The 




Christianity and Science 
By GEORGE H. BISCHOFF 
MANY scientists are atheists; they believe in no God. 
Why? Many modern theologians 
are attempting to make a science 
of theology. Can there be a science 
of theology similar to the many 
natural sciences which we know 
of today? Are science and Chris-
tianity corollaries of each other, 
do they support each other or are 
they antagonistic fields of knowl-
edge? 
Let us first make the assump-
tion that Christianity is false. It 
is not true. It is obvious from cer-
tain statements in Holy Scripture 
that the Bible is only a fairy tale 
full of unbelievable foolishness 
and absurdities. Doesn' t it state 
that Noah took a pair of each 
animal then living and placed 
them in his ark? A physical im-
possibility according to mathemat-
ical calculations. Wasn't Jonah 
swallowed by a whale and regurgi-
tated on the shore? It is impos-
sible for man to live inside of a 
whale. How could God create any-
thing on the first day? There were 
no days and nights before the 
earth and sun were made on the 
third day. In the first chapter of 
Genesis, God says He made the 
world in six days; in the second 
chapter of Genesis, God mentions 
THE DAY in which the world 
was made. And that God created 
the world out of absolutely noth-
ing! Who can believe these tales? 
It is difficult enough to believe the 
miracles of Christ and the apostles 
without trying to believe obvious-
ly impossible or inconsistent state-
ments of the Bible. 
Reproducible Facts 
Since Christianity based on the 
teachings of Scripture has such a 
poor, weak, and doubtful founda-
tion, we naturally turn to science. 
Science may be defined as an or-
ganized body of knowledge or an 
organized group of facts. Facts are 
phenomena which are observable, 
occurrences which take place in 
every-day life, common to all peo-
ple. They have a unique attribute. 
They are reproducible. Any fact 
which I observe today, you can 
30 The CRESSET 
observe tomorrow, if you arrange 
the same set of circumstances. lf 
1 throw a piece of wood on a body 
of water, it will float. If you throw 
a. piece of the same wood on the 
same body of water, it also will 
float. If you add two and two, 
you get four. If I add two and 
two, I also get four. All facts of 
true science are of this nature, 
they are reproducible. Therefore 
they cannot be denied or doubted. 
The job of science is to take 
these reproducible, undeniable 
facts and organize them into 
groups of related facts. If we take 
all the facts about numbers and 
their relation to each other, we 
have the exact science, mathe-
matics. But even in this, the most 
exact science known to man, we 
hear of such uncanny, unbelieva-
ble things as magic numbers and 
magic squares. 
The rest of the sciences are 
usually broken clown into social 
sciences, such as psychology, his-
tory, economics; and natural sci-
ences, such as physics, chemistry, 
biology, and bacteriology. The 
natural sciences are further sub-
divided into physical sciences 
(chemistry, physics, astronomy, 
and geology) and biological sci-
ences (physiology, entomology and 
bacteriology). The physical sci-
ences deal with the physical world, 
usually the inanimate, mineral 
materials of the world. The bio-
logical sciences always concern liv-
ing organisms such as animals, 
birds, trees, insects and fish. 
Remember, now, the facts of 
true science are reproducible and 
undeniable. With the exact sci-
ence, mathematics, all facts arc 
reproducible and undeniable. In 
the physical sciences there is a 
large body of facts which are re-
producible. Chemistry and physics 
deal mainly with the inanimate 
world and control over circum-
stances is fairly easy. However, 
when we approach the biological 
sciences, we are dealing with liv-
ing materials. Living organisms 
often react over and over again in 
the same manner. Healthy, hungry 
chickens will always come for 
food. Single living cells will con-
tract and shrivel if placed in 
strong salt water; and if placed in 
pure water they will swell and 
burst. These are true, reproduci-
ble facts; but there are many so-
called facts which cannot be re-
produced. Evolution is a falsely 
assumed fact. Since millions of 
years were consumed in evolution 
to date, it is not likely that many 
of us now living will be able to 
reproduce any of the so-called 
facts of evolution in our short 
lifetime. 
In the biological sciences, then, 
we find a shadow of doubt cast 
over many of the so-called facts. 
In the social sciences we have even 
fewer reproducible, undeniable 
facts. 1 o one ever knows the 
1 
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exact cause of a war. Historians 
differ in opinions. Even the dates 
of great world events are doubt-
ful. We are not positive that this 
is 1949 A.D., it may be a few years 
on either side. In the social sci-
ences we have living nations and 
the human mind to contend with. 
In psychology you may arrange a 
set of circumstances where two 
people are ideally suited to like 
one another. Yet they may devel-
op an intense hatred because of 
some very trivial, pet, similarity 
or difference. Even if we could 
control all the circumstances 
(which it is impossible to do in a 
social science), we still could not 
be certain of reproducing a de-
sired phenomena. 
Facts and Fiction 
Well, what is the purpose of 
this lengthy consideration of sci-
ences? Mainly this, that as you 
leave the exact science, mathe-
matics, and pass through the phys-
ical and biological sciences to the 
social sciences, the number of true, 
reproducible, undeniable facts on 
which the science is based become 
fewer and farther between. Most 
of the "facts" of science which 
shatter faith in Christianity con-
tain no more truth than the myth 
of the man in the moon. They are 
not reproducible facts. 
Do the true facts of science cor-
roborate Christianity or do they 
discredit Christianity? The science 
of astronomy is very accurate. We 
learn from it that our universe is 
in the shape of a wheel or thin 
disk. We are in the center of the 
axle. As we look out toward the 
Milky Way we see a myriad of 
stars, because we are looking 
along a spoke of that wheel. If we 
look out along a line at right 
angles to the Milky Way, we see 
very few stars because we are look-
ing along the axle of our wheel. 
If we look far enough we can see 
other galaxies or worlds, which 
have the same wheel or disk shape 
as our universe. But as we gaze 
on, very soon we are struck by the 
immensity of the heavens. How 
many galaxies are there? Why so 
much space in between them? 
\!\There is the end of the heavens? 
Where did it all come from? What 
is beyond the end? Astronomy can 
tell us all about what can be seen, 
but beyond that it can tell us 
absolutely nothing. Isn't it em-
barrassing? The wisdom of man 
fails us. The science of astronomy 
does very little, it tells us WHAT 
is, as far as can be seen, but does 
not explain WHY it is, or HO\\' 
it got there. Actually we have an 
almost infinitesimal grain of 
knowledge about the enormously 
infinite heavens. 
Next we can turn to the well 
developed science, chemistry. This 
science deals with matter, which 
may be defined as something 
which occupies space and has 
32 The CRESSET 
weight. For centuries man has 
been laboring to find out what 
matter is made of. He has broken 
it down into atoms, the ultimate 
particles of matter. Then he broke 
the atom into something with a 
positive charge of electricity on 
it and something with a negative 
charge of electricity on it. Lately, 
in the atomic bomb, man has 
finally caused matter, this solid 
substantial material of which our 
physical world is made, man has 
caused this to be changed into 
energy like electricity, light and 
heat. A substance no longer phys-
ically tangible. In his long search 
to find out what matter is made 
of, man has constantly observed 
that matter is made of small parti-
cles with enormous spaces in be-
tween, just as the heavens are 
made of a few stars with lots of 
nothing in between. And even 
this nothingness w~ call space d e-
fies science. If there were nothing 
between the stars then the stars 
would be touching each other. 
Therefore, this nothingness must 
be something. Each time man 
pushed back the frontier of what 
is matter made of, he found a 
new unknown substance. Finally, 
we have matter and ene;gy inter-
changeable in the atomic bomb 
with energy still an unknown, in-
tangible substance. Chemistry has 
uncovered a multitude of facts, it 
explains vaguely why certain facts 
occur, but like any true science it 
ends with a statement of WHAT 
happens. It never explains ulti-
mate causes, or the real WHY and 
HOvV. It confines itself to imme-
diate, proximate causes. 
Physics is the science which 
deals with energy, its transforma-
tion from one type to another, its 
transfer, and its use. Energy is 
simply defined as the ability to 
do work. If you are full of energy, 
you have the ability to do a lot 
of work. Physics says there are 
various kinds of energy, heat, 
light, electricity, kinetic, poten-
tial and others. It says we can 
transform heat into electricity in 
a steam turbine, we can transmit 
the electricity into wires and uti-
lize it to run machinery in a 
factory. But here again the science 
stops. It tells us WHAT is or can 
be done, but not WHY or HOvV. 
No ultimate explanations are 
forthcoming. 
We have now considered three 
of the most exact sciences known 
to man, physics, chemistry, and 
astronomy. None of these three 
give us any insight into ultimate 
causes, HOW"s and WHYs or into 
reality. All three sciences lead us 
to the same conclusion, that we 
have a lot of facts about some-
thing which ultimately we do not 
understand. 
Space, Matter, and Energy 
Our world and we are made up 






See, Winter comes, to 1·ule the vaTied year, 
Sullen· and sad, with all his rising train; 
VafJOrs, and C lauds, and Sto1·ms. 
-THOMSON 
poR a long time we have owed a tribute to the cold calm 
of winter in the north. Canada. foremost place of peaceful 
landscape and unmarred beauty, furnishes some of the rarest 
and strongest artists for the pictures of her landscape. 
One feels in the strong stroke of their presentations a feel 
for the gentle wildness and the soft, amazing strength of the 
snow. They treat it with a vast respecl. For them it is not 
something to be pushed aside or groun~ to slush beneath the 
feet of hurrying multitudes. lt i~ the cover of their land, the 
shield against the winds that would destroy their years of end-
less toil. It is a part far more of heaven than of earth for 
them. lt is the gentle hand of God protecting what He holds 
within the ground to be called forth when spring returns 
again. 
I . 
The pictures reproduced here are from the Retrospective 
Exhibition of Painting by the Group of Seven, 1919-1933, as 
we saw them in Ottawa in 1936. We sa lute the splendid neigh-
bor to the north and pay a tribute to the loving skill which 
makes the whiteness of the snow glowing like a thing of beauty 
for all men to see. 
ADALBERT R. KRETZMANN 
WINTER, CHARLEVOIX COUNTY 
A. Y. Jackson 
.. 
GEORGIAN BAY 
F. H. Varley, A.R.C.A . 
ABOVE LAKE SUPERIOR 
Lawren S. Harris 
• 
....,. FALLS ON THE MONTREAL RIVER, ALGOMA 
]. E. H. MacDonald, R.C.A. 
THE MILL IN WINTER 
Alfred Joseph Casson, A.R.C.A. • 
• 
A NORTHERN VILLAGE 
Franklin Carmichael, A.R.C.A. 
THE NORTH SHORE, BAFFIN ISLAND 
A. Y. Jackson 
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ingness, matter, and energy. En-
ergy and matter are interchange-
able and energy is nothing more 
than the ability to do work. Seri-
ously, we might well doubt our 
.- own existence. There has always 
been a philosophical question of 
whether man actually exists or is 
it only his mind or spirit which 
exists? 
We thought Noah and his ark, 
"' Jonah and his whale, God and 
His creation, and Christ and His 
miracle were absurd, foolish fairy 
tales. Must we not admit that our 
world and we, based on scientific 
facts, are the most absurd, foolish 
things, if we exist? We are made 
• up of nothing and possessed with 
ability. 
But now let us look further 
into that supreme book of fool-
ishness, the Bible. God states that 
in the beginning was the WORD, 
and everything which was created 
was made by the WORD out of 
.., nothing. The WORD is usually 
interpreted religiously as Christ, 
but scientifically, we would call 
words a form of energy. Hence, 
the most meticulous efforts of 
-4 modern science end up in Gene-
• sis, Chapter I (and St. John, Chap-
ter I), that the world and every-
thing in it is made of nothing 
endowed with energy. The corre-
lation of true science and Christi-
~ anity is exquisitely perfect. Where 
science ends, religion begins. The 
4 greatest absurdity of Holy Scrip-
ture, that the world was made or 
created out of nothing} has been 
proven true by modern science 
without a shadow of doubt. 
Think how foolish true science 
must sound to any reasoning hu-
man being when it states as an 
undeniable fact that the main in-
gredient of this enormous uni-
verse is nothingness interspersed 
at very great intervals with tiny 
globules of ability. 
No, the foolishness of God is 
much wiser than the wisdom of 
men! What man spent 6,ooo years 
in finding out, God told him in 
chapter one of His revealed Word. 
Man is a puny little imp who 
sits here on the earth and looks 
about, telling everyone, including 
God, that he is very wise because 
he knows vVHA T is happening. 
He never knows WHY or HUW 
things happen, he can't explain 
anything. His most usual attempt 
at explanation is that an occur-
rence obeys a law of nature. But 
who set up the laws of nature and 
who enforces them? God is nature; 
His are the laws of nature; He is 
the enforcing agent. If we place 
a piece of ice on a hot stove, the 
ice melts and the stove gets a little 
cooler. Why doesn't the ice get 
colder and the stove get hotter? 
It is not the law of nature, science 
says. God made the law the other 
way. There is a force of attraction 
between the earth and the sun 
and between us and the earth. We 
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call it gravity. Why is it not just 
the opposite, a force of repulsion 
or levity? It is the law of nature 
which God set up at creation. 
All the laws of science are merely 
clear, concise statements of the 
laws of nature, the laws which 
God put into force at creation 
and which He still enforces. 
·with man sitting here in the 
center of our universal sphere al-
ways trying to look out at a small 
portion of the world, never being 
able to get outside of the universe 
and look down upon it as a whole, 
being only imperfectly capable of 
observing facts and phenomena, 
never being able to explain them, 
you must admit that the mind of 
man is extremely small and lim-
ited. On the other hand, the mind 
of the Omnipresent, Omnipotent 
God, who with one sweep of His 
eye can take in the entire universe 
as a whole and everything within 
and beyond it-this mind of God 
is vastly infinite. His mind is far 
beyond our conception. Shall we 
doubt Him who says ALL Scrip-
tures are given by inspiration of 
God? 
The Infinite Mind of God 
Shall we match our tiny finite 
mind and reason against the in-
finite mind of God that pushed 
the pens of the inspired writers o"f 
Holy Scripture? That would not 
be a sensible, scientific attitude to 
take, let alone a Christian atti-
tude. Therefore, whenever we see 
statements in the Bible which are 
incongruous or impossible to hu-
man reason, remember, to the 
infinite mind of God all things are 
possible. There is no question 
whether God created the world 
in one day or six days. With Gorl 
one day is six days and six days 
are one day. 
Evolution which daily pushes 
back its frontier to an earlier pri-
mordial egg from which the uni-
verse evolved, can be tossed aside 
as so much rank foolishness. Even-
tually we find that our God must 
have created the primordial egg, 
and He who could create the pri-
mordial egg and evolved it into 
this present universe could just 
as easily create the universe as 'it 
is today. 
Noah's ark may be a little small 
for some zoologists, but since the 
universe consists of so much noth-
ingness, it would be a very simple 
task for God to pack the whole 
universe into Noah's ark if He so 
desired. 
Years ago Einstein said matter "1 
could be converted into energy. 
Few took him very seriously at f-
first. Now his prediction is the 
basis of science of the future, the .. 
atomic era. Einstein also said en-
ergy can be converted into matter. 
Exactly what God says about cre-
ation, everything was made out of ~ 
nothing by the Omnipotence, the 
Energy or Power of God. I£ man 1-
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succeeds in converting energy into 
matter, then some day man may 
be able to send solid objects or 
people at 186,ooo miles per sec-
ond over waves similar to radio. 
• Inconceivable-but not even hu-
manly impossible any more. And, 
almost exactly what happened to 
the prophets and apostles of God 
when the Spirit of God moved 
them instantaneously from one 
., place to another. 
If God says to us in Scripture, 
black is white, who are we to 
deny it? Certainly in a dark, pitch 
black room we cannot distinguish 
l.. between a black sheet of paper 
and a white sheet of paper. Both 
• are identical. So likewise, groping 
about in this sinful world, en-
compassed with temporal, human 
darkness, reason and understand-
ing, we cannot expect to see 
things as they are, as God sees 
"" them. We can only rely on God's 
Word, not on our own reason. 
;. Suppose we throw away God's 
Word. Then we are like a ship 
riding out a storm in the black-
ness of night without an anchor. 
What is the anchor, the rock, 
the firm foundation of our Chris· 
,. tian faith? Again it is the ex-
treme foolishness of God which 
surpasses all human wisdom. 
"Blessed are they that hear the 
Word of God, and keep it." "He 
that believeth and is baptized 
shall be saved." "For by grace are 
ye saved through faith; and that 
not of yourselves; It Is the gift of 
God: not of works, lest any man 
should boast." Christ, the rock of 
our salvation, through faith in 
Him as our substitute for sin we 
inherit eternal life free, without 
works; just as a repentant crim-
inal walks out of jail free through 
faith in the powers of a generous 
pardon or parole board. 
Why do we Christians accept 
Christianity as the true religion? 
If we should scientifically analyze 
all religions, we would find that 
all are very similar but Christiani-
ty has one fundamental difference. 
All religions have some God, some 
prophet or priest, some book of 
doctrine. And all religions except 
Christianity teach that man can 
do something to appease God, or 
can do certain good deeds for 
God which will make God owe 
him eternal life as a reward. But 
Christianity is the foolishness of 
God. It teaches that no matter 
how good man is or what good 
deeds he does he never can undo 
the evil deeds of his past. But 
he has forgiveness of these sins 
through faith in Christ and can 
inherit eternal life only as a free 
gift of God through faith in 
Christ. The Christian's good deeds 
are done out of love for and faith 
in God, not in order to merit 
something thereby. This is why 
we Christians know we have the 
only saving religion in the world. 
It is the most foolish sounding 
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religion, and yet it is the most 
reasonable because it offers us 
positive salvation through God 
and not through our own ques-
tionable abilities. 
Let us ask one last parting ques-
tion. Why did God create man 
and this universe? If we had the 
answer to this question, Christi-
anity and this world might make 
some sense to us. The reason is 
fairly easy to find. If you are a 
normal human being you are filled 
with the usual quantity of love. 
And if you have love in you, you 
must have someone or something 
to love, to bestow your love upon, 
in order to be happy. Life is cer-
tainly dull and lonesome when 
you have a desire to love and no 
one to love. God is love. He also 
was lonesome. He wanted some-
one or something to love. So He 
created man as an object upon 
whom to bestow His love. And 
created this beautiful universe 
merely for man's enjoyment and J 
to show man the greatness of his 
God. And being a jealous and • 
just God, who would not accept 
love in return unless it were pure, 
natural, spontaneous, and uncom-
pelled, God gave man the ability 
to love or not to love Him in 
return as man chose. Which fact, 
i of course, brings us back to our 
need for Christianity. 
And once again Christianity 
and science are one because all 
things in this world either exist 
together because of a mutual at-
traction, gravity, affinity or love, • 
or tend to fly apart because of an 
energetic repulsing force or lack 
of love. The soul of the universe 
is love, the love of God for man. 




A RECORD OF PROTESTED 
CHECKS 
~ It was George Bernard Shaw, 
• I think, who called human 
history a "record of protested 
checks." And it is that. 
A protested check is the kind 
you write out for a thousand dol-
lars when you have only eight 
hundred in the bank and it comes 
back with the notation, "Insuffi-
cient Funds." The case may be 
worse. The fellow whom you paid 
with a bogus check will have the 
experience of having it bounce 
back with the memorandum, "No 
Such Account." In any case, the 
protested check is one that the 
bank refused to accept. History is 
a long record of such checks. 
There is the familiar example 
of Dr. Thomas Young's book, 
The Ether, in which he demon-
strated the falsity of the mate-
rialistic concept. One single copy 
of the book was bought by the 
public. The Edinburgh Review of 
1804 ridicules his theory as a 
"metaphysical absurdity." 
Pasteur had a hard row to hoe . 
The action of microbes was con-
tested for almost a generation by 
all the scholars of all the acade-
mies. 
The circulation of the blood 
was only admitted after forty 
years of metaphysical discussion. 
Louis J. M. Daguerre was de-
clared mentally unbalanced be-
cause in 1833 he was experiment-
ing with the fixation of sunlight 
on a chemical emulsion-the dis-
covery of photography. 
When Helmholtz set forth the 
doctrine of the conservation of 
energy, one of the greatest scien-
tific discoveries of all time, the 
leading physicists of Germany pro-
nounced it a fantastic speculation 
and the leading scientific journal 
absolutely refused to lend space 
to any such nonsense. 
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And when the friends of Sam-
uel Morse a hundred years ago 
tried to get a grant of $3o,ooo for 
an experimental telegraph line 
from Congress, a member of the 
Congressional Committee listen-
ing to Morse's explanations re-
ported back to the Senate that he 
"could see the gleam of insanity 
in Morse's eyes." 
THREE-STAR MASTERPIECES 
~ In the catalogs of European 
{II museums you will find the 
outstanding masterpieces marked 
by three stars. It is instructive to 
note the devious paths by which 
the artists achieved this distinc-
tion. I am thinking of the Rodin 
Museum in Paris. This is in all 
the wide world the only museum 
dedicated to a single sculptor, 
purchased by the government to 
house the outstanding work of 
Francis Rodin, who died in 1917. 
\!\'hen he exhibited forty years 
earlier his figure called L' Age d' 
Airain, which expressed his idea 
of how a statue should be con-
structed, it raised a storm of criti-
cism. On three later occasions 
Rodin entered a competition for 
acceptance of his work by the 
school Des Beaux Arts, the pooh-
balls who had the monopoly in 
saying what is art for several gen-
erations. When they saw Rodin's 
sculptures they would say, "No, 
no, this will never dol" and it 
was only after he had failed three 
times that his work was finally 
accepted by the critics. Then the 
French people bought a great pal -
ace, dedicated it to Rodin, and 
filled it with his finest statuary in 
bronze, marble, plaster and clay. 
At Amsterdam we saw the fa-
mous Night Watch of Rembrandt 
van Rijn, who died in 166g. This 
is a picture of volunteer night 
watchmen, togged out in their offi-
cial finery and leaving headquar-
ters under some bright torches. 
Now, it was the custom in those 
days to have outstanding painters 
make life-sized drawings of such 
companies and install them in 
local headquarters. It was con-
sidered the decent and proper 
thing to show· the men full size, 
giving the officers proper prom-
inence, yet showing each man to 
full advantage. Rembrandt was 
commissioned to paint the pic-
ture of the Banning Cocq Com-
pany. When he delivered the 
painting there was consternation. 
Part of the figures were in deep 
shadow, others revealed by bright 
reflections of light on armor and 
brocade and the chief position 
of prominence was held by a mi-
nor officer. "Nay, nay, it won't 
dol"-and Rembrandt never re-
ceived a guilder for his painting. 
You can now see it in the city 
museum at Amsterdam. It is re-
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great collection of that Dutch 
treasury of art. It has a room all 
by itself. You sit down on a daven-
port with other devotees and you 
feel the thrills of artistic delight 
as you gaze upon the magnificence 
of Rembrandt's great painting. 
And now behold the reversal of 
the judgments of 1700 by a more 
educated criticism 200 years later. 
Behind some partitions in the mu-
seum there are some original 
paintings of contemporary masters 
which were paid for in full, pic-
tures of "night watches" by Nic 
Elias, J. A. Bocher, and others, 
each a group of fine portraits but 
paintings without distinction and 
without life, the works of good 
craftsmen esteemed in their own 
age beyond the product of one of 
the greatest artists of his own or 
any other age, Rembrandt van 
Rijn. 
Thus time in the slow revolu-
tion of the centuries corrects the 
errors of an unappreciative age 
and awards undying fame to the 
worthy. 
It was George Fox, founder of 
the Quakers, often persecuted and 
imprisoned, who said, "I and time 
challenge any man." 
AT THE OPERA, 1948 
A At Paris, one hundred years 
• ago, a young German com-
poser, Wilhelm Richard Wagner 
by name, was trying to get a foot-
hold in the theater. When he had 
his first opera performed by a 
first-class local organization, the 
music, the plot, the decoratiom 
and the action caused a turmoil. 
The great fashionable audience 
felt deeply insulted by the offer-
ings on the stage and one report 
has it that the first performance 
was never finished. Not one critic 
dared to face the storm and speak 
a good word for Wagner's music. 
It was altogether too absurd, fan-
tastic and cacophonous, too re-
plete with dissonances and with 
violations of every law of good 
musical taste and sound dramatic 
tradition. In other words, the 
young composer was made to 
realize that his goose was cooked. 
He was done for. The career was 
ended before it had fairly started. 
"You can't do that to us!" An-
other protested check. 
Well, we have no time to tell 
the story here of the fame that 
came to Richard Wagner in his 
later career. But on the fifteenth 
of August of this year I heard La 
Valky1·ie at the opera house. From 
the parterre to the last rows in 
the upper galleries, every seat was 
taken, and this in a country short 
of cash and short of essential 
foods, good meat as high in price 
as in America and the franc worth 
one-third of a cent. There was an 
orchestra of a hundred pieces and 
a great galaxy of operatic singers. 
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The performance lasted four 
hours, waves of applause at the 
close of every scene. The little 
whirligig of time has come around 
for Wagner 
A week later, in the same spot, 
and done by as wonderful an 
array of artists before as crowded 
a house I heard Beethoven's Fi-
delia, composed in 1805. When he 
first showed the score and libretto 
to his friends they felt sorry f0r 
him. Opera evidently was not in 
his line. And when it was first 
produced the critics agreed with 
them. One could not use so hard 
a word as a "flop" for the opera 
of a composer who had even then 
by his Eroica Symphony gained a 
fame which would place him 
among the musical immortals, not 
to speak of some marvelous con-
certos for piano and orchestra. 
The high mmical experts knew, 
however, that this will never do 
and it's a pity that a great artist 
would devote his time and effort 
to an utterly futile plot such as 
that of Fidelia. Imagine a com-
poser expecting to succeed with 
an opera built around the idea of 
a wife's love for her husband! The 
fidelity of the wife saving the life 
of one whose enemies were en-
compassing his destruction. "No 
romantic interest," "A plot of 
threadbare domestic relation-
ships," and, it was added, "The 
music just as pedestrian as the 
plot." The thing was impossible. 
But this was the audience of 
1948 and it was so fascinated with 
the overture (the "Fidelio") that 
they made the conductor take two 
bows. And when at the beginning 
of the second act the overture 
Lenore II was played, they made 
him take three bows. They ap-
plauded the artists to the echo at 
the end of every scene and gave 
them four curtain calls at the end. 
Another protested check has 
paised the counting house of 
Time. 
The great open vestibule of the 
opera in Paris has a large number 
of statues which show that public 
opinion is generally more than 
fifty per cent wrong. There are 
statues of Haendel and Gluck but 
also of Rameau and Lulli, whose 
works belongs to the archives of 
music but are never heard. On the 
outside of the building high un-
der the eaves are the names of the 
immortal leaders. There is Mozart 
and there is Beethoven, but there 
are also mediocrities like Auber 
in letters a yard high. 
FADED GLORIES 
A After 42 years I was musing 
• again on a bench in the gar-
den of the Louvre and it seems 
the twentieth century is rapidly 
making the ravages of time more 
noticeable on the statues which 
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only here that the smoke, dust, 
and acid in the atmosphere of 
Paris is causing a wearing away of 
the marble and coarser limestone 
of these monuments. The Hotel 
de Ville, or city hall, has scores of 
statues on its niches and cornices, 
not one in ten representing any-
one whose name means anything 
to the most erudite of Parisians. 
There they stand with their seven-
teenth century caps and breeches, 
their eighteenth century three-cor-
nered hats, and early nineteenth 
century trousers with a gaiter-rib-
bon slung under the feet-all 
holding proud, even arrogant pos-
es and gazing keenly with their 
pupil-less eyes over the roof-tops, 
some with hands resting challeng-
ingly on the sword-hilts at their 
sides, others holding scrolls and 
marshals' batons-and they all 
might be figures from story books 
for all the meaning they have to 
the passerby. And the hands are 
missing a finger or two, or are 
broken off at the wrist, brows and 
cheeks streaked with coal smoke 
which is eating into the stone and 
destroying the portraiture. But the 
damage is most evident as you sit 
in the garden of the Louvre and 
then walk about on the gravel 
paths in the shadow of the great 
building. None will deny that the 
layout is still magnificent, but de-
cay is evident everywhere when 
you examine the statues more 
closely. There are many of these, 
some on the second-floor level, 
some higher up on the cornices 
and flanking the dormers, a be-
wildering array, one guesses at sev-
eral hundred, and we have exam-
ined only the inner court. The 
outside of the buildings is sup· 
plied with other statues looking 
down on the Rue Rivoli and on 
the River Seine. 
Now these figures speak a mel-
ancholy language not only of 
gradual deterioration due to cli-
mate, weather, and defects in the 
stone, but of the vanity of human 
glory. We descried the names of 
Descartes, Montaigne, and St. 
Bernard. But who was J. Cousin, 
A. Chantes, A. Poitou, who was 
Lepautre, L'Hopital, Pau? In 
their eagerness to glorify French 
thought, French literary, scientific, 
artistic and military achievement, 
these niches are filled with statues 
mostly of men whose fame hardly 
outlasted the applause of their 
contemporaries. What these monu-
ments declare is the greatness of 
any and all achievement, no mat-
ter how far removed from any 
true judgment of values. There 
are Richelieu and Mazarin, who 
bolstered the power of the kings. 
But there are also Voltaire and 
Condorcet, leaders of a movement 
which destroyed royalty. In prom-
inent positions you will find the 
initials, intertwined, of N and L 
-Napoleon and Louise-within a 
wreath of laurel. What these mon--
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uments mean is that all success 
should receive our reverence and 
admiration, regardless of the value 
of that success in terms of service 
to humanity. 
To the Frenchmen of today not 
one in a dozen of these effigies 
means anything. Those who un-
derstand the lesson of the Louvre 
adornments are taught to set la 
gloire above all human values and 
to make selfishness the prime mo-
tive of action. One is amazed at 
the insignificant place which be-
nevolence, service to mankind, re-
ligion had in the minds of those 
who were in political power dur-
ing the past three hundred years, 
the rulers of France. The symbols 
are taken from classical paganism 
or from the achievement of 
French literature and military 
conquest. With these ideals ruling 
the minds of its leaders, it is not 
surprising to note the weakness of 
the religious sentiment found in 
the work of the French painters 
and sculptors during the past 
three hundred years. And so in 
spite of the genius of its people 
France today is impotent in every 
field of human endeavor except 
one-creative art. It has neither 
moral strength nor political, and 
the genius that - made Paris the 
most beautiful of cities is con-
tributing nothing to the solution 
of the world's problems. 
In the American and British 
Zone of Germany the conquerors 
are feeding the people, are trying 
to restore to them their liberties 
under the rule of law, and are 
aiding in the rebuilding of their 
great historic monuments. In the 
French Zone the conquerors are 
destroying the forests of the 
Schwarzwald and are working 






AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Influence1 Molasses1 and Gunpowder 
.By WALTER A. HANSEN 
t\ Two questions have been bob-
fl. bing up with such persistence 
in recent conversations that I shall 
devote some attention to them in 
this article. The two queries have 
one common denominator, and 
that common denominator, as you 
will be able to guess without fur-
ther ado, is music. 
The first question is: Why are 
so many composers influenced by 
other composers? 
If one had the time and the 
inclination, it would be possible 
to write four or five large vol-
umes in answer to this query. One 
could trace in detail the history 
of music during the past five or 
six centuries and point out with-
out any trouble at all that com-
posers are invariably influenced 
by other composers, particularly 
by their predecessors. In many in-
stances one's conclusions would be 
irrefutable; in other cases there 
would be plenty of room for wide-
ly divergent opinions. 
Let us bear in mind at the very 
outset that it is not necessarily 
reprehensible for one composer to 
be influenced by another. Was it 
wrong for Bach to appropriate 
things devised by some of his fore-
runners? No. Was it wrong for 
Beethoven to absorb some of the 
achievements of Haydn? No. Was 
it wrong for Schubert to learn 
from Beethoven? No. Was it 
wrong for Richard Strauss to take 
leaves out of the book of Richarrl 
Wagner? No. 
One could cite dozens of perti-
nent examples. But is it necessarv 
to do so? Is it not infinitely more 
important to state with all the 
emphasis at one's command that 
it is altogether proper, praisewor-
thy, and helpful for a composer to 
be influenced provided that the 
influence does not degenerate into 
copying pure and simple? 
When a composer regurgitates 
another composer, he is guilty of 
a reprehensible act. Maybe his re-
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gurgitating is done unwittingly; 
maybe it is done on principle and 
on system. In either case the re-
gurgitating deserves out-and-out 
condemnation. 
It is natural, I suppose, for 
most young composers-and, let 
me add, for many who are middle-
aged as well as for many who are 
old-to regurgitate in their own 
works both the styles and the 
predilections of creators whose 
achievements they admire. Igor 
Stravinsky bobs up in countless 
regurgitations. Even the learned 
and resourceful Paul Hindemith, 
who writes more music for the eye 
than for the ear, sometimes ap-
pears as a cud in the mouths of 
budding and unimaginative com-
posers. 
Yes, it is good and wholesome 
sport to go on the prowl for "in-
fluences." Furthermore, it is easy 
to do so. In a short time you will 
bag more "influences" than you 
ever expected to find. Many of 
those "influences" will be wonder-
ful, many will be of minor impor-
tance, and many, sad to say, will 
be nothing more and nothing less 
than downright regurgitations. 
Syrup and Fireworks 
1\ The second question is: Why 
• do some composers have a 
strong predilection for sweetness, 
and why do some show a pro-
nounced fondness for pyrotech-
nics? 
My answer to this double-bar-
reled query is: I do not know. 
Why does A like sauerkraut, 
and why does B abhor it? Why 
does C dote on onions, and why 
does D loathe them? Why does E 
sprinkle sugar on his pork chops, 
and why does F shudder at the 
very thought of such a way of eat-
ing choice hog meat? 
What would happen if, by some 
quirk of fortune, every vestige of 
sugariness and every trace of pyro-
technics were removed from the 
music with which the world is 
blessed? Then, I venture to say, 
there would be a loud and uni-
versal outcry for sweetness and for 
fireworks. 
Recently I reviewed a program 
containing two works concerning 
which one finds radically different 
convictions. I am referring to 
Franz Liszt's Concerto No. 2, in 
A Major, for Piano and Orchestra 
and Cesar Franck's Symphonic 
Variations for Piano and Orches-
tra. 
Some will have none of Liszt's 
concerto. Why? Because-so they 
say-it is filled to overflowing with 
syrup and gunpowder. Others de-
clare that it is a work entirely to 
their liking. 
Some discover too much molas-
ses in Franck's Symphonic Varia-
tions. Others consider the compo-
sition beautiful and moving be-
yond description. 
The large lumps of sugar that 
lo 
'r 
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are scattered throughout the pages 
of Liszt's second piano concerto 
cause many to declare, "This com-
position is cloying." The fire-
works, which rub elbows, so to 
speak, with the sweetness, often 
call forth the exclamation, "Too 
much bombast!" 
Some sensitive souls pore over 
the score of Franck's Symphonic 
Variations, taste a goodly amount 
of molasses, and say, "We must 
watch our diet." 
I agree with those who assert 
that Franck drenched portions of 
his Symphonic Variations with 
molasses, but I believe that we 
lose our sense of balance and per-
spective if we let the saccharinity 
characteristic of some of Franck's 
writing draw our attention away 
from Franck the master-craftsman 
and from Franck the profound 
thinker. 
Franck, by the way, was an "in-
fluenced" composer. He learned 
his consummate command of con-
trapuntal dexterity from a master 
named Johann Sebastian Bach; he 
derived many of his harmonic de-
vices from Liszt and Wagner. But 
Franck was not a regurgitator. 
Everything he wrote was flooded 
with his own distinctive person-
ality. 
In the Symphonic Variations 
Franck does not appear in the 
role of the great mystic who ad-
dresses us in the Symphony in D 
Minor, in the St1·ing Quartet in D 
Major, and in many compositions 
written for the organ. It is Franck 
the master-craftsman who speaks 
to us from the pages of the Sym-
phonic Variations. In this work 
Franck lets seriousness give way 
to lightheartedness and to out-
croppings of sugariness. 
I am wholeheartedly in accord 
with those who say that Liszt's 
Concerto No. 2, in A Major-
which, incidentally, I consider a 
better work than the same com-
poser's Concerto No. I, in E Flat 
Majm· (Triangle Concerto )-is full 
of syrup and gunpowder. 
' 'Vhenever I discover that a pi-
anist and a conductor sweeten 
Liszt's syrup, I have an irresistible 
longing to be 1o,ooo miles away 
from the performance. Whenever 
I notice that a pianist and a con-
ductor are making Liszt's fulsome 
rhetoric more bombastic than it 
actually is, I want to put as much 
distance as possible between my-
self and the criminal proceedings. 
Yes, a proper presentation of 
Liszt's concerto requires brilliance 
to a striking degree; but pianists 
and conductors should not strive 
to out-Liszt Liszt. 
Liszt's concerto often calls for 
lushness in the playing, and that 
lushness must be in evidence; but 
to outlush Liszt's lushness is to 
flout every precept of genuine 
artistry. 
The fact remains that the syrup 
and the gunpowder of Liszt's con-
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certo and the molasses of Franck's American music criticism. Here 
Symphonic Variations are not an-
noying unless pianists and con-
ductors who present the concerto 
and the variations cast all re-
straint to the winds and fail utter-
ly to stress the remarkable organic 
unity characteristic of each work. 
Great Architecture 
f\ When Franck wrote the Sym-
.J' phonic Variations, his extraor-
dinary craftsmanship enabled him 
to produce a masterfully inte-
grated composition. 
Liszt, with all his faults, was a 
workman of the first order and, 
in addition, one of the sturdy 
blazers of new paths in the art of 
creating music. 
Whenever I listen to Liszt's 
Concerto No. 2, I try to dismiss 
from my mind all thoughts of 
syrup and gunpowder. I center 
my attention primarily on the 
structure of the work. I become 
interested in Liszt the architect, 
in Liszt the builder, in Liszt the 
trail-blazer. 
William Foster Apthorp (1848-
1913), music critic for the Boston 
Evening Transcript and, from 
1892 to 1901, author of the pro-
gram notes for the concerts of 
the Boston Symphony Orchestra, 
called Liszt's second piano con-
certo The Life and Adventures of 
a Melody. His description of the 
work is a classic in the field of 
it is: 
The melody or hero of this poem 
in tones is announced at once on the 
wooden wind instruments. Both its 
melodic cut and its harmonization are 
such as no one but Liszt ever imag-
ined. It is a sort of wild musical 
moan and wail, accompanied by har- .... 
monies ever shifting in tonality. Soon 
the pianoforte throws over it a net-
work of sonorous arpeggi, adorns it 
with the richest embroidery. A ca-
denza-like passage leads to a more 
brilliant, fitful motive which is de-
veloped with great energy by both ..._ 
pianoforte and orchestra until a third 
allegro motive is introduced. Of any 
distinct musical form here it is im-
possible to speak, all is so fitful, 
kaleidoscopic, and stormy. 
When the hurricane has blown 
over, a brief reminiscence of the wail-
ing principal theme on the piano-
forte leads to the announcement of a w 
new melody in the strings: it is as if 
a second movement were begun. But 
no, the pianoforte takes up once 
more the old moan, the melody em-
phasized by the 'cello intersperses its 
phrases with snatches of the new 
theme .that has just been given out w 
by the strings, until it at last de-
velops the latter with ever-growing 
pa.ssionateness, then with magical 
effects of light and color. 
From this point onward the Con-
certo is one unbroken series of kalei-
doscopic effects of the most brilliant ~ 
and ever-changing description; of mu-
sical form, of musical coherence even, 
there is less and less. It is as if some 
magician in some huge cave, the 'r 
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walls of which were covered with 
glistening stalactites and flashing 
jewels, were reveling his fill of all the 
wonders of color, brilliancy and daz-
zling light his wand could command. 
Never has even Liszt rioted more un-
reservedly in fitful orgies of flashing 
color. It is monstrous, formless, whim-
sical, and fantastic, if you will; but 
it is also magical and gorgeous as 
anything in the Arabian Nights. It is 
its very daring and audacity that 
save it. 
And ever and anon the first wail-
ing melody, with unearthly chromatic 
harmony, returns in one shape or 
another, as if it were the dazzled 
neophyte to whom the magician Liszt 
were showing all these splendors, 
while initiating it into the mysteries 
of the world of magic, until it, too, 
becomes magical and possessed of the 
power of working wonders by black 
art. 
Maybe you ·will agTee with Mr. 
Apthorp, who says not a word 
about syrup or gunpowder; maybe 
you will disagree. In any case, you 
will admit, I believe, that his de-
scription, fanciful though it is in 
more than one respect, demands 
careful consideration. 
Have I answered the two ques-
tions? I think I have-in a sketchy 
manner. Maybe you think other-
wise. 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
NICOLAS RrMSKY-KORSAKOFF. Sadko. 
The San Francisco Symphony Or-
chestra under Pierre Monteux.--
This is the symphonic poem, an 
earlier work than Rimsky's opera 
with the same name. It is vividly 
programmatic. Monteux conducts 
with extraordinary skill. RCA Vic-
tor Album 1252. 
MoDEST MoussoRGSKY. Pictures at an 
Exhibition. Vladimir Horowitz, pi-
anist. Ex cell en t orchestral versions 
of this graphic music have caused 
many to forget-if they ever knew 
-that Moussorgsky's Pictures was 
originally composed for the piano. 
If you have become acquainted 
with the work in the transcriptions 
by Maurice Ravel, Leopold Sto-
kowski, and Lucien Caillet, you 
will be glad to hear it in its orig· 
inal form. Horowitz has made a 
few emendations. His performance 
is superb. RCA Victor Album 1249· 
OPERATIC ARIAS. Vesti la giubba, from 
Leoncavallo's I Pagliacci; E luce-
van le stelle, from Puccini's La 
Tasca; Cielo e mar, from Pon-
chielli's La Gioconda; Rachel! 
Quand du Seigneur, from Halevy's 
La ]uive. Jan Peerce, tenor, with 
the RCA Victor Orchestra under 
Erich Leinsdorf.-Mr. Peerce has a 
magnificent voice. He sings with 
exemplary expressiveness. RCA Vic-
tor Album 1250. 
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ENCORES. Liszt's Liebestraum in A 
Flat; Grieg's In the Hall of the 
Mountain King; Rimsky-Korsa-
koff's Flight of the Bumblebee; 
Mendelssohn's Scherzo in E Minor, 
Opus r6, No. 2; Villa-Lobos' Poli-
chinelle; Brahms's Lullaby; Schu-
bert's Moment Musicale in F Mi-
nor; Shostakovich's Polka, from 
The Golden Age; Rachmaninoff's 
Italian Polka; Virgil Thomson's 
Ragtime Bass. The First Piano 
Quartet.-If you like the playing of 
the First Piano Quartet and take 
pleasure in the transcriptions made 
by the four pianists, this album is 
your meat. It will undoubtedly be 
exceedingly popular. RCA Victor 
Album 1263. 
DMITRI SHOSTAKOVICH. Quartet No. 3.• 
Op. 73· Fine Arts Quartet of the 
American Broadcasting Company. 
-A fascinating composition played 
with extraordinary skill and re-
corded with remarkable fidelity. 
This is Shostakovich at his best. 
Mercury Classics DM3. 
FRANz PETER ScHUBERT. Der Dop-
pelganger and Der Jilngling und 
der Tod. Marian Anderson, con-
tralto, with Franz Rupp at the 
piano.-Artistry of th~ highest or-
der. This is a disc to treasure. RCA 
Victor 12-0580. 
OPERA SINGLES. Tacea la notte placi-
da, from Verdi's Il Trovatore. 
Florence Quartararo, soprano, with 
Jean Paul Morel conducting. RCA 
Victor 12-0530. Duet from the first 
act of Puccini's La Tosca. Miss 
Quartararo, soprano, and Ramon 
Vinay, tenor, with Mr. Morel on 
the podium. RCA Victor 12-0531. 
ll est doux, il est bon, from Mas-
senet's Herodiade. Adieu, notre 
petite table, from Massenet's Ma-
non. Licia Albanese, soprano, with 
Mr. Morel conducting. RCA Victor 
12-0525. Largo al factotum, from 
Rossini's The Barber of Seville. 
Zaza, piccola Zingara, from Leon-
cavallo's Zaza. Robert Merrill, bari-
tone, with Mr. Morel conducting. 
RCA Victor 12-0450. Waltz Song, 
from Gounod's Romeo and Juliet. 
Voi che sapete, from Mozart's The 
Marriage of Figaro. Eleanor Steber, 
soprano, with Mr. Morel conduct-
ing. RCA Victor 12-0526. Ah! 
Fuyez, douce image, from Masse· 
net's Manon. Ah! Leve-toi, soleil, 
from Gounod's Romeo and Juliet. 
Jussi Bjoerling, tenor, with Nils 
Grevillius conducting. RCA Victor 
12-0527. Rome Narrative, from 
Wagner's Tannhiiuser. Set Svan-
holm, tenor, with Frieder Weiss-
mann on the podium. RCA Victor 
12-0528. Die Frist ist urn, Wie oft 
in Meeres tiefstem Schlund, and 
Dich frage ich, from Wagner's The 
Flying Dutchman. Joel Berglund, 
baritone, with Leo Blech conduct-
ing. RCA Victor 12-0532.-A criti-
cal evaluation of each disc would 
require too much space. The re-
cording is excellent. 
SERGEI RAcHMANINOFF. Sonata for 
'Cello and Piano, Op. rg. Edmund 
Kurtz, 'cellist, and William Kapell, 
pianist.-A beautiful composition 
beautifully played. RCA Victor Al-
bum 1261. 
WoLFGANG AMADEUS MozART. Divert-
imento in D Major, for Strings, 
Oboe, and Horns (K. 25r). The 
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Dumbarton Oaks Festival Orches-
tra under Alexander Schneider.-
The playing is on a par in refine-
ment with the crystal-clear writing 
of Mozart. Mercury Classics DM4. 
ANTONIO VIVALDI. Concerto Grosso iu 
D Minor (L'estro Armonico, Op. 3· 
No. n), for Two Solo Violins, Solo 
Viola, Strings, and Continuo. The 
Dumbarton Oaks Festival Orches-
tra under Alexander Schneider.-
lt is good to hear this fine compo-
sition in its original scoring. Mer-
cury Classics DMll. 
DoMENICO CIMAROSA. Concerto in C, 
for Oboe and Strings, freely ar-
ranged by Arthur Benjamin. 
Mitchell Miller, oboe, with the 
Saidenberg Little Symphony under 
Daniel Saidenberg.-Australian-
born Arthur Benjamin has ar-
ranged this tuneful composition 
from keyboard sonatas written by 
the Italian composer, Domenico 
Cimarosa (1749-1801) . Mercury 
Classics DM6. 
JIRIK IGNACE LINEK (1725-1791). 
Christmas Pastorale (Christ the 
Lord Was Born). FRANTISEK XAVER 
BRIXI (1732-1771). Pastoral Motet 
for Christmas. Choir of St. Jacob's 
Church, Prague, with Dr. Ladislav 
Vachulka at the organ, and the 
Czechoslovak Radio Symphony Or-
chestra under Vaclav Smetacek.-
Impressive music presented in an 
able manner. A Czechoslovak re-
cording. Mercury Classics DM35. 
PIOTR lLYICH TCHAIKOVSKY. I8I2 
Overture. The Concertgebouw Or-
chestra of Amsterdam under Wil-
liam Mengelberg.-The reading 
does not over-sensationalize the 
music. A Czechoslovak recording. 
Mercury Classics DM23. 
ANTONIN DvoRAK. Polonaise, from 
Rusalka. Orchestra of the National 
Theater, Prague, under Rudolf 
Vasata. Festival March, Op. 54n. 
Film-Opera-Concert (FOK) Sym· 
phony Orchestra of Prague under 
Vaclav Smetacek.-These works 
from the pen of Dvorak are prac-
tically unknown in our country. A 
Czechoslovak recording. Mercury 
Classics DM29. 
ARAM KHACHATURIAN. Toccata. FRED-
ERIC FRANCOIS CHOPIN. Mazurka 
No. JI, in A Minor. NICOLAS RI!I>I· 
SKY-KORSAKOFF. Flight of the Bum-
blebee. Lev Oborin, pianist.-
Praiseworth y performances. A 
Czechoslovak recording. Mercury 
Classics DM22. 
" READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE 1 
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER 
All unsigned reviews are by members of the Staff " 
On Settling Disputes 
AMERICAN ARBITRATION. Its 
History, Functions and Achieve-
ments. By Frances Kellor. Harper 
and Brothers, New York. 1948. 262 
pages. $3.00. 
I N ouR day of commercial disputes and industrial discord and strife 
one gains the impression that settle-
ment by arbitration is either out-
moded philosophy or mere wishful 
thinking. This book traces the his-
toric development of the most sensi-
ble and most effective conflict settle-
ment pattern at the disposal of so-
ciety from very primitive beginnings 
to organized endeavors with legal 
support and a record of successful 
achievements. 
The existence of the American Ar-
bitration Association for more than 
two decades is not a matter of com-
mon knowledge. Our American pub-
lic, generally speaking, is not aware 
of the work of this organization, the 
difficulties which it faces, its vision 
and objectives, and the progress 
which marks its endeavors both on 
the national and international scenes. 
The book makes a needed contri-
ss 
bution to a phase of our culture 
which requires wider knowledge and 
intelligent appraisal. Ignorance, in-
difference, and prejudice must be 
dispelled if the inevitable conflict in 
the realms of industry, commerce, 
and international politics is to be 
kept in check and individual and 
public welfare is to be safeguarded. 
The accomplishments of arbitration, 
primarily on the American scene, in 
terms of significant policies now ob-
taining in commercial and industrial 
areas as set forth in Chapter 23, are 
heartening. 
Made in Sweden 
./ 
THE REINTERPRET AT ION OF 
LUTHER. By Edgar M. Carlson. 
The Muhlenberg Press, Philadel- "r 
phia. 1948. 256 pages. $3.50. -1 
THE FAITH OF THE CHRIS-
. TIAN CHURCH. By Gustaf 't 
Aulen. Translated by Eric Wahl-
strom and Everett Arden. The 
Muhlenberg Press, Philadelphia. 
1948. 457 pages. $5.oo. 
OuR readers will recall that we have on several occasions re-
ferred to the current trend in Con- r 
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tinental and American theology 
toward the revival of the theology of 
Martin Luther in the modern Prot-
estant Church. We have given par-
ticular attention to the fact that that 
revival has begun to move from the 
purely historical attention to what 
Luther meant and to center its inter-
est on what Luther means. 
These two volumes are fruits of the 
Luther-renaissance. The first is a re-
writing of Dr. Carlson's doctoral dis-
sertation on the Swedish theologians 
who have been in the vanguard of 
the renewed interest in Luther. His 
volume is not, however, a mere cata-
logue of the various theologians. 
Rather, it is itself an exemplary piece 
of constructive theological research. 
Just as the Swedish theologians of 
Lund have sought to go behind Lu-
ther writings to the motifs under-
lying them, so Dr. Carlson goes be-
hind the writings of the Swedish the-
ologians to the motifs of Luther's 
theology which still bear relevance to 
the modern Church. Throughout the 
work there is evident a deep concern 
for the meaning of the Gospel, and 
the book is couched in careful and 
precise English. 
One of the volumes to which Dr. 
Carlson frequently refers is Gustaf 
Aulen's Den allmiinneliga kristna 
tron, the outstanding dogmatic com-
pend of the theology at Lund. That 
work has now appeared in English 
translation under the title The Faith 
of the Christian Church, and it may 
well become the standard text of 
systematic theology in several Lu-
theran seminaries in America. Bishop 
Aulen's book is motivated by an 
interest in a scientific theology which 
can engage the attention of the mod-
ern mind. But that interest in no way 
interferes with the author's deep per-
sonal faith: the book is a testimony 
to the faith which Aulen holds in 
common with the Christian Church. 
In Aulen's book the theology of Lund 
has produced its best systematic pres-
entation. Having known and studied 
the book in Swedish, which is not our 
native tongue, we deeply appreciate 
the fine job of translating performed 
by Drs. Wahlstrom and Arden. 
We hope that more books of this 
type will appear, and that through 
them the theological message of the 
Reformation will continue to make 
an impact upon the modern theo-
logical scene. 
Poetic Wisdom 
PHILOSOPHY OF LITERATURE. 
By Gustav E. Mueller. The Philo-
sophical Library, New York. 1948. 
226 pages. $3.50. 
QTUDENTS of philosophy have fre-
~ quently called attention to the 
fact that there is little more than an 
arbitrary distinction between formal 
philosophy and much of the world's 
great literature. In the case of at 
least one of our contemporaries, 
George Santayana, that distinction is 
virtually nonexistent. 
Professor Mueller's book consists of 
a series of sketches analyzing the phil-
osophical implications of the work 
of several great literary artists from 
Homer to Hermann Hesse. The work 
of a philosopher, the book displays 
not only a wide acquaintance with 
literature and philosophy, but a sen-
sitivity to delicate nuances of emotion 
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that is sometimes lacking in philo-
sophical works. 
As a consequence, the book is both 
stimulating and enlightening. A chap-
ter on Platonism bears out Werner 
Jaeger's contention that there is a 
far closer connection between Greek 
philosophy and Greek drama, espe-
cially tragedy, than is usually assumed 
by historians of Greek thought and 
culture. The author's poetic sensitivi-
ty stands him in particularly good 
stead in his presentation of Dante 
against the background of the demi-
monde of medieval culture. 
Most appealing to this reviewer 
were Mueller's examinations of the 
philosophical import of Goethe and 
Dostoevsky. Neither of these authors 
receives more than a word of men-
tion in the usual history of philoso-
phy, for neither of them made any 
pretense to the name "philosopher." 
And yet Goethe's Faust and Dostoev-
sky's Brothers Karamazov both deal 
with the problem of man's place in 
the universe and try to solve that 
problem in the light of the best avail-
able knowledge. As Mueller's analyses 
show, the world-views developed by 
Goethe and Dostoevsky cannot be 
ignored by any serious inquirer into 
the meaning of human existence. 
Here and there in the various 
chapters the author substantiates the 
warning he voices in his preface, that 
there are traces of Hegel in the 
presentation. Also evident is a strong 
undercurrent of the existential view-
point characteristic of those who have 
dealt with philosophical problems in 
a literary way. But both these factors 
serve only to enhance Professot 




PHY OF MAN. Edited by Ernst 
Cassirer, Paul Oskar Kristeller, and 
John Herman Randall, Jr. The 
University of Chicago Press, Chi-
cago. 1948. 405 pages. $5.00. 
EARLY THEOLOGICAL WRIT-
INGS. By Georg Wilhelm Fried-
rich Hegel. Translated by T. M. 
Knox, with an Introduction by 
Richard Kroner. The University 
of Chicago Press, Chicago. 1948. 
340 pages. $5.00. 
F EW things are as perplexing to the reader as to encounter learned 
references in a book he is reading to 
some obscure work in Italian or Ger-
man. Generally the reference is ac-
companied by an esoteric remark to 
the effect that the work is unavail- ~ 
able in English and even if it were, 
it would lose much in the translation. 
Students of the history of ideas have ,( 
been especially plagued by the ped-
antry of authors who give the im-
pression that no one can study the 
Renaissance-or even has a right to " 
study it-without an extensive read-
ing knowledge of half a dozen Euro-
pean languages. 
The University of Chicago Press 't 
has resolved to do something about 
this lamentable situation. To this end 
it has begun the publication of the t--
"Chicago Editions," of which these 
volumes are the first two. The pur-
pose of the publication is to make 
available to the student and the gen- ,.. 
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eral reader translations of outstand-
ing works in the history of thought, 
~ translations which are to be accurate, 
readable, and inexpensive. If these 
first two volumes are any sample of 
what is to come, the Press is per-
forming an outstanding service to the 
reading public. 
The first of the two books, The 
"I Renaissance Philosophy of Man, pre-
sents six treatises on human nature 
and destiny by leading figures of the 
Italian Renaissance-Petrarca, Valla, 
Ficino, Pico, Pomponazzi, and Vives. 
Each work is prefaced by a carefully 
written and documented critical in-
), traduction, which places the writer 
into the context of the Renaissance 
and shows his relation to the various 
forces at work in that period. The 
_i.. problem of the human will was one 
that concerned Renaissance writers, 
and it is characteristic of the period 
between the medieval and the mod-
ern age that it should have examined 
:or the Christian and the classical view 
of man with the care that is evidenced 
in the six treatises presented here. 
We regret that the two most familiar 
, expositions of the problem from the 
period of the Renaissance, those of 
Erasmus and Luther, neither of which 
-,is available in a satisfactory transla-
tion, did not find their way into the 
volume. But it is restricted to Italy, 
and the treatises of Luther and Eras-
-.' mus are both too long for the brief 
compass of this book. 
A similar satisfaction comes over 
4 the reader when he has finished the 
volume of Hegel. About the older 
Hegel we have always had an op-
portunity to learn much, for his mas-
-, terpieces on law, history, and logic 
have been readily available. What 
this volume seeks to do is to fill in 
the background of Hegel's develop-
ment. A lengthy introduction to the 
volume traces Hegel's theological and 
philosophical evolution from the 
training of his youth to the mature 
productions of his later years. A study 
of Hegel's writings themselves shows 
the influence of Kant upon him and 
the concern which he manifested for 
the abiding relevance of Christianity. 
This volume will rapidly become in-
dispensable for students of both the-
ology and philosophy. 
The University of Chicago Press 
is to be congratulated for its wisdom 
in undertaking this project. Addi-
tional volumes of Cicero, Kant, and 
Leibniz are promised for the near 
future. We shall be looking forward 
to them with interest. 
The Light Touch 
CHRYSANTHA. By Margaret Drake. 
J. B. Lippincott Company, New 
York. 1948. 252 pages. $2.75. 
OF THE human characters in this story it can only be said that 
they had their namesakes in the 
world of fact, but with that world 
this book is not concerned." 
So Miss Drake introduces Chry-
santha Tuffet, 19 years old, not plain, 
but yet not pretty. The reader is al-
lowed to follow Chrysantha's story 
as she writes it in her journal. And 
the beginning is auspicious-Chrysan-
tha discovers psycho-analysis. With 
the help of her room-mate and friend, 
she decides that she has an inner 
conflict which must be resolved. In 
order to accomplish this, Chrysantha 
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sets out to find a "nice young man," 
and in the process, learns many 
things about charm, Japanese art, 
mathematics, geology, sublimation, 
and a certain frisky poltergeist. The 
sensitive, artistic, imaginative Chry-
santha moves from one situation to 
the other with child-like directness 
and occasionally brilliant insight. 
Some very practical people will 
find Chrysantha a bit boring. Many 
will be relieved to know that there 
is at least one writer who feels it • 
worthwhile to develop an interesting 
love story minus the hard sophistica· 
tion and sameness that characterize 
so many stories today. When you put 
the book down, you may very well 




, READING ROOM By THOMAS 
COATES 
., 
I Mercury Anniversary 
t 
lJ'F MEMORY serves us right, we 
1l. have never paid our respects to 
the American Mercury in this col-
umn. This would appear to be an 
appropriate time to atone for this 
oversight, inasmuch as the famous 
and controversial little monthly 
.> has just celebrated its twenty-fiftil 
anniversary. Time was when the 
Mercury, under the editorship of 
that stormy petrel of American 
journalism, H. L. Mencken, was 
-'1 -quite properly-branded as rad-
ical and iconoclastic. We well re-
member hearing the librarian of 
> Concordia Seminary declare that 
the Mercury would enter those 
portals only over his dead body. 
.; But that was long ago, and with 
• the passing of time and the eclipse 
1 of Mr. Mencken, the Mercury has 
attained to a position of respecta-
bility. Indeed, under the editor-
ship of Lawrence Spivak, the Mer-
cury has taken up the cudgels in 
-1 behalf of many an important 
cause, and has not shrunk from 
telling many an unpalatable truth 
~ in times when truth-telling was 
not looked upon with favor. Thus, 
when the majority of the Amer-
ican people had been anaesthe-
tized with pro-Soviet propaganda, 
the Mercury was one of the few 
journals with courage enough to 
insist that totalitarianism is no 
less sinister when garbed in red 
trappings, than when clothed in 
black or brown. 
At a time when so many peri-
odicals have fallen upon evil days, 
we are glad that the 1\-fercury has 
had the hardihood to survive for 
a quarter century. We shall con-
tinue to read it with interest. 
Church and State 
C'IPEAKING of the American Mer-
0 cury, the December issue of 
this magazine carries a trenchant 
article on "Church and State in 
America," by Irving Brant, in 
which he traces the Church-State 
relationship, with special refer-
ence to the recent cases which at-
tracted nation-wide attention, viz., 
the New Jersey school bus case 
and the suit of Mrs. Vashti Me-
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Collum concerning released time 
religious instruction. 
In the former case, the Supreme 
Court, by a five-to-four vote, de-
creed that it was permissible for 
the State to provide for public 
transportation of parochial school 
children. In the McCollum case 
(whose locale was in Champaign, 
Illinois, and not Springfield, as 
Mr. Brant erroneously states), the 
Court decided, by an eight-to-one 
majority, that it was unconstitu-
tional to provide public school 
facilities for released time reli-
gious instruction. The Court, 
holding that the First Amend-
ment, in prohibiting "an estab-
lished religion," means more than 
"an established church," decreed 
that the government can give 
no financial aid to churches or 
church schools. 
Mr. Brant holds that "had the 
McCollum case gone the other 
way, on the main issue presenterl 
by the lawyers, it would have 
opened the way to complete sup-
port, by taxation, of the Catholic 
school system." In principle we 
can see little difference between 
the issues involved in the New 
Jersey bus case and the McCollum 
case. In both cases the State was 
confronted with the issue of grant-
ing special privileges to organ-
ized religious groups. Whether 
this constituted an infringement 
upon the First Amendment is an-
other matter. 
The author points out that 
there are currently two drives in 
progress: the Protestant drive to • 
bring religion into the public 
schools and the Catholic drive 
to get tax money for religious -. 
schools. Perhaps Madison, in 1785, 
was wise in saying that religion 
flourishes best when it is not sup- ,.. 
ported by human laws. 
Survey Graphic at 
the Crossroads 
T HESE are difficult times, it seems, for quality magazines 
and journals of opinion to keep 
their heads above water financial-
ly. It is difficult for any magazine 4,_ 
of this type, unless heavily subsi-
dized, to make both ends meet. 
This situation was illustrated a 
year or so ago when LaFollette's 
eminently useful Progressive was Y 
threatened with extinction. It sur-
vived only by changing from a 
weekly to a monthly, and it still "' 
is not out of the woods. 
The latest victim of this relent-
less economic trend is Survey It 
Graphic} which assuredly belongs 
in the front rank of contemporary 
American journals. We hope that 
the current drive by Survey Asso-
ciates, publishers of the magazine, 
meets with sufficient success to 
~ 
warrant its continuation. Survey 
Graphic's issues in its "Calling 
America" series have made a sig-
nificant contribution to current t-
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social thinking and deserve a per-
~ manent place in the literature of 
our times. 
rl Are the Polls Finished? 
N o, DECLARES Stuart Chase in 
the Nation for December 4· 
~ T?e poll~ters made their great 
mistake, m the opinion of the 
noted economist, when they de-
parted from the narrowly defined 
field of scientific sampling and 
ventured into the area of proph-
ecy. Thus, while the surveys may 
have been reasonably accurate for 
the day on which they were taken, 
a they did not take into account the 
possibility of wide-scale variation 
between that day and Novem-
ber 2. 
Mr. Chase's advice, therefore, is 
... that the public opinion polls in 
the future abstain from predict-
ing the outcome of elections, and 
rather confine themselves to test-
ing opinion in more useful fields 
-fields which are more amenable 
to scientific analysis. 
7 
Although this stupendous misad-
~enture ~ay doom polling for polit-
ICal candidates at all levels, it does 
not doom public-opinion research. 
Sampling theory stands firm, as its 
application in many other fields, such 
as census figures, growth rates, in· 
ventory taking, bears witness. . . . 
There is a tool here of great value. 
To throw this tool away because of 
public misunderstanding of its limi· 
tations would be a tragedy. It would 
be like abandoning sulfa drugs be-
cause a few people had suffered seri-
ously from their misuse. 
C. I. 0. in Portland 
1948 was a big year for the 
~overeign state of Oregon and for 
Its rose-bedecked, cloistered me-
tropolis, Portland. First came the 
historic Dewey-Stassen contest, so 
full of portent for the 1948 presi-
dential election. Then came the 
convention of the International 
Walther League, the great youth 
organization that sponsors the 
publication of THE CREsSET. And 
to cap the climax, in November, 
Portland played host to the na-
tional convention of the C. I. 0. 
-and a turbulent, history-making 
convention it turned out to bel 
Portland's nationally known au-
thor, Richard L. Neuberger (who 
bucked the Republican tide in 
rock-ribbed Oregon in November 
to win election to the State Senate 
on the Democratic ticket), dis-
cusses the convention in the De-
cember 4 issue of the Nation. He 
rubs his eyes over the spectacle of 
Labor's bigwigs taking their an-
nual conclave into the "remote" 
Pacific Northwest-far from the 
heavily industrial regions where 
the C. I. 0. counts its greatest 
strength. He passes on the report 
that "Murray had deliberately 
chosen this community with no 
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mass industry as the scene of his 
defiance of the left wing. For here 
there were no local party-liners to 
demonstrate in the galleries and 
plague delegates with leaflets." At 
any rate, it was a heartening sight 
to behold cautious Phil Murray 
throw down the gauntlet to the 
"Commies" and read them the 
riot act. 
Although the convention was 
on our doorstep, we did not gain 
admittance to Labor's inner sanc-
tum. (After all, we did vote for 
Dewey-and without apology.) We l 
had the opportunity, however, of 
hearing a stirring speech by Walt- "'I 
er Reuther at the weekly luncheon 
of Portland's City Club. With a 
leader like Reuther at the helm, I" 
American Labor is in safe and in-
telligent hands. 
Motion Picture 
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
E ACH year, along with the last melancholy days of autumn 
-"the saddest in the year" -comes 
George Jean Nathan's theater 
book to lift our spirits with its 
sparkling wit and its caustic hu-
mor and to give us an authorita-
• tive and comprehensive survey of 
what's what and who's who in the 
American theater. It is generally 
conceded, even by those who have 
felt the whip-lash of his biting 
-1 sarcasm, that Mr. Nathan is Amer-
ica's foremost critic of the drama. 
Playwrights, producers, and actors 
,. await his verdict on a new play 
with fear and trembling. A favor-
able review from him is cherished 
Y beyond measure, for it is well 
known that Mr. Nathan is not 
given to writing "rave" notices 
about mediocre presentations. 
Nor does Nathan temper his 
criticisms with soothing pleasant-
-\ ries. In the foreword to The Thea-
tre Book of the Year rg47-r948 
(Alfred A. Knopf, New York. 1948. 
370 pages. $4.oo) the eminent au-
.) thor defends his position. He says: 
Right or wrong, I cannot see any 
sense or virtue in the profession of 
criticism, after more than forty years 
in its service, if it does not at all 
times, let the chips fall where they 
will, perform its offices with only the 
strictest standards in mind, with no 
slightest compromise in the misguid-
ed interests of a periodically sick and 
needy theater, and with indifference 
to any reader reaction either favor-
able or unfavorable. That I accord-
ingly must often seem a little hard 
and even odious to those given in all 
things to the light that shines in 
charity's eyes is unavoidable. But I 
certainly am very far from offering 
myself in the greasepaint role of a 
martyr. I am no more a martyr than 
I am a crusader, an evangelist, or a 
genius. I am merely a commentator 
with, I hope, some possibly rational 
overtones. 
Mr. Nathan's sixth successive 
volume of theatrical lore contains 
a complete catalog of the plays 
presented on Broadway during the 
fall of 1947 and the winter and 
spring of 1948, a list of actors and 
producers, and the author's sharp 
and pungent evaluation of a lack-
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luster year. The Theatre Book of 
the Year I947-I948 is fascinating 
reading for every devotee of the 
drama. It is an important contri-
bution to the history of the thea-
ter in the United States. 
You may remember that Mr. 
Nathan has a low opinion of the 
art of the motion picture. Appar-
ently time has not changed-nor 
has age softened-this opinion. 
In recent years many Holly-
wood stars have tried their wings 
on the legitimate stage on Broad-
way. Mr. Nathan takes a dim 
view of this trend. He deplores 
the fact that New York critics 
seem to be so favorably disposed 
toward glittering Hollywood per-
sonalities that "even those who 
cannot act at all sometimes get 
notices so sugary that newspaper 
readers economize by putting 
them in their breakfast coffee." 
No one will be tempted to make 
use of Mr. Nathan's acidulous 
comments in this way. His advice 
to motion-picture actors is that 
they take some lessons in acting, 
"a craft which its Hollywood 
counterpart only remotely resem-
bles." 
This is a sentiment which I 
echo many times as I make the 
r.ound of the theaters each month. 
I know just what Mr. Nathan 
means when he speaks of "that 
facial rigor mortis which in Holly-
wood passes for dramatic acting 
magnificently imbued with soul," 
of performances "which enjoy all 
the attributes of a shop window 
4 
dummy other than the dummy's 
ease in fancy dress," of character 
portrayals which do not go "be- ~ 
yond popping out eyeballs and 
growling like a bad-natured dachs-
hund," and of "the kind of acting ~ 
that would have made show boat 
critics wince." 
M-G-M's sumptuous technicolor 
production of Alexander Dumas' 
famous tale of treachery and in-
trigue, The Three Musketeers, 
affords a striking exhibition of all 
these faults and shortcomings. 
Gene Kelly's swashbuckling por- .__ 
trayal of the role of D'Artagnan 
is more energetic than artistic, and 
the other members of the high-
priced cast turn in some of the 
hammiest performances I have 1'-
seen in a long, long time. 
A Song Is Born (RKO-Radio, 
Howard Hawks) presents a dull ~ 
rehash of Ball of Fire, a cinematic 
hit of 1941. Popular Danny Kaye 
forsakes the familiar frenzy-and-
'1: gibberish comedy routines for a 
straight role. The switch is not a 
happy one-either for Mr. Kaye 
or for the longsuffering audience. '\II 
Bette Davis, too, does an about-
face in june Bride (Warners, 
Bretaigne Windust). Her manner- ).. 
isms and her ridiculous foot-long 
lashes are unchanged, but the 
copious tears and the heavy dra-
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matics have given way to coy 
smiles and sprightly dialogue. 
Moderately-but only moderately 
-funny in spots. 
Do you subscribe to the theory, 
"Anything for a laugh"? If so, you 
may decide that Miss Tatlock's 
Mill ions (Paramount, Richard 
~ Haydn) is what its producers say 
it is-a delightful comedy. If not, 
you will find this a tasteless and 
reprehensible concoction of fraud, 
lunacy, greed, and miscegenation. 
Motion-picture producers are in-
dulging in an orgy of self-pity 
because box-office receipts are off. 
Has anyone thought of making 
really good pictures as a remedy 
for this slump? 
Hollow Triumph (Eagle-Lion) 
is just that for Paul Henreid and 
Joan Bennett. 
Based on a timely and disturb-
ing theme, Sealed Verdict (Para-
mount, Lewis Allen) should have 
been a serious and significant film. 
It is not. The subject of fixing 
war guilt is a delicate one. Unless 
this highly controversial issue can 
~ be handled with dignity, restraint, 
and scrupulous honesty, it would 
be better to bypass it completely. 
No Minor Vices (M-G-M, Lewis 
Milestone), a delightfully zany 
little comedy entirely devoid of 
rhyme or reason. As whimsical as 
all get-out, this picture is re-
deemed by excellent direction, 
g·ood acting and infectious gayety. 
A Betty Grable film is always a 
box-office success. When My Baby 
Smiles at Me (2oth Century-Fox, 
\Valter Lang) provides an excel-
lent display piece for Miss Grable 
and for song-and-dance-man Dan 
Dailey. This lavish technicolor 
production, adapted for the screen 
from the twenty-year-old Broad-
way hit play Burlesque is tuneful 
and colorful entertainment. 
In Night Has a Thousand Eyes 
(Paramount, John Farrow) veter-
an actor Edward G. Robinson 
plods through a preposterous 
series of events with leaden feet 
and with face to match. John Far-
row is an able director-a director 
with many outstanding pictures to 
his credit. One can only wonder 
what went wrong in this one. 
Don't waste a moment on this 
turkey. 
Red River (United Artists, 
Howard Hawks) is something 
more than just another standard-
ized horse opera. This colorful 
tale of high adventure along the 
famous Chisholm Trail has can-
dor, vitality, and beauty. The epi-
sodes written around the dancing 
girl weaken a corking good story. 
Fearless Dick Powell continues 
his perilous undercover exploits 
in Rogues' Regiment (RKO-Ra-
dio). Sinister spies, skulking Nazis, 
bold bandits, and other unsavory 
characters are just routine stuff 
for our hero. Foiling their foul 
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designs is all in a day's work for 
Powell. Fair-to-middling entertain-
ment for those who enjoy sus-
pense and mystery yarns. 
Keep the children away from 
Kiss the Blood off My Hands (Uni-
versal). This picture is as dismal 
and unappetizing as its name 
seems to suggest. I can't imagine 
why anyone would want to see it. 
Blood on the Moon (RKO-
Radio, Robert Wise) is the violent 
tale of bloody conflict between 
cattle-stealing desperados and law 
enforcement officers. A standard 
western opus. 
Roadhouse (2oth Century-Fox, 
Jean Negulesco) presents a bleak 
and depressing account of a psy-
chopathic hoodlum's frenzied at-
tempts to avenge a fancied wrong. 
Both Roadhouse and Blood on 
the Moon are for adults. Stricti y 
speaking, they are poor fare for 
anyone. Unadulterated hokum! 
The role of the earnest young 
pilot in You Cotta Stay Happy 
(Universal-International, H. C. 
Potter) was obviously made to 
order for Jimmy Stewart, who 
makes unabashed use of all the 
tricks and mannerisms which have 
stood him in good stead in other 
films. This is a cheerful and pleas-
ant little offering-an offering to 
be taken at face value, without 
bothering to look for social signifi-
cance, overtones, or implications. 
Although Hills of Home (M-G 
M, Fred M. Wilcox) gets a bit 
sticky in spots and threatens to 
bog down in its own bathos, the 
children will enjoy seeing the fa-
mous canine star Lassie again. 
The acting is good, and the tech-
nicolor settings are magnificent. 
A fine cast was assembled for 
My Dear Secretary (United Art-
ists, Charles Martin). I feel sure 
that the members of this cast must 
be just as unhappy as the un-
suspecting movie-goers who pay 
good money to see such inept and 





As a charter reader of THE 
CRESSET who has a complete file 
of the magazine from the begin-
ning, I must congratulate Dr. 
Graebner on the long way he has 
come. In the April, 1938, issue 
he wrote, "Of my twenty-four 
readers three have written in ... " 
In August of that year he ad-
mitted that he had dropped to 
nineteen because of a remark he 
had made about Mongolism. By 
September he gloried in thirty-
seven readers. But now-yes, now! 
-in the November, 1948, issue he 
writes, "There are just now about 
a thousand of my readers prepar-
ing to get their Ph.D." This was 
written at Interlaken, and the 
surroundings may excusably have 
made that estimate a bit expan-
sive (note the "about"). Let us 
pare it down to eight hundred-
still a mighty respectable figure; 
add a considerably larger number 
of prospective M.A.'s, a swarm of 
Bachelor aspirants, the vastly 
greater number who are not in 
any of those categories-and it is 
clear that Dr. Graebner's readers 
have multiplied at a rate com-
parable to that of the expendi-
tures of the Federal Government. 
More power to him, say I, and 
still more readers, unless, indeed, 
the Federal Government is keep-
ing track of his reader increase 
and is using it to gauge its dis-
bursements by. A study would 
seem to be in order to determine 




"He that hath truth on his side is a fool as well as a 
coward if he is afraid to own it because of other men's 
, opinions." 
DAI'IIEL DEFOE. 
OUR main article for this month is the interesting account of a sum-
mer journey through the eastern part 
of the United States. 
There was so mucl1 comment on 
the travelogue which Dr. Polack 
wrote for THE CRESSET some time ago 
that we have wanted to present an-
other. Karl Keller 
ing is more beneficial than open dis-
cussion. 
George H. Bischoff is professor of 
chemistry at Massachusetts State Col-
lege, Fort Devens, Mass. There are 
comments in his presentation with 
which we would feel compelled to dis-
agree; this is inevitable in so contro-
versial a field. But 
is a member of 
THE CRESSET staff, 
and we are sure 
that those who have 
traveled over the 
roads and through 
the states he de-
scribes, as well as 
those who do their 
traveling in arm-
chairs, will find his 
story pleasant and 
profitable reading. 
Tlu 
he does present, 
from the viewpoint 
of a scientist rather 
than that of a the-
ologian, a stimu-
lating delineation 
of the limitations 
of science in arriv-
ing at facts. Editor's May we suggest 
that those among 
our readers who 
are interested in 
this subject send us 
their reactions to , 
Prof. Bischoff's arti-
cle, so that all sides 
may be heard on 
~ 
Lamp 
As a second fea-
ture for January we 
present a thought-
provoking analysis 
of some of the rela-
tions between the 
Christian faith and 
the assured results 
of the natural sci-
PROBLEMS 
CONTRIBUTORS 
FINAL NOTES this question. j 
ences. 
Comments on these relations have 
appeared in THE CRESSET from time 
to time, but the subject is so com-
plicated that a thorough analysis 
would require several volumes. This 
is also an area in which there can be 
honest difference of opinion among 
scientists and theologians, and noth-
~· 
Our older readers 
will recall the tren-
chant cnttques which Lloyd Warner 
of Buffalo has directed at our maga-
zine in years past. We are also plan- ~ 
ning to print some of the letters (this 
month's epistle being only a sample) 
that have come in protesting this 
or that stand taken by writers in THl·: 
CRESSET. 
